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The  Music  of  this  Opera  will  be  Puh- 
liflied  in  a  few  Days,  by  J.  Johnston,  in 
Tork'Strcety  Covent-Garden. 
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T    O 


THE    RIGHT    HONORABLE 


PHILLIP  Earl  of  CnESTERri^ij>,^ 


THIS    OPERA    IS   INSCRIBED, 


PY    HIS    MOST    OBEDIENT, 


MOST    OBLIGED, 


AND    MOST    GRATEFUr, 


HUMBLE     S  E  R  V  /^  IS  T, 


T  H  E      A  U  T  H  O  R. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


TT  AVING,  for  fome  ycarS)  met  with  very  great 
"*"  fuccefs  in  my  produdlions  of  the  mufical  kind  ; 
when  I  wrote  the  following  opera,  it  was  with  unufuaj 
care  and  attention  ;  and  it  was  the  general  opinion  of 
my  friends,  fome  of  whom  rank  among  the  beft  judges* 
that  of  all  my  trifles,  Lionel  and  Claiifla  was  the  molt 
pardonable  :  a  decifion  in  its  favour  which  I  was  the 
prouder  of,  becaufe,  to  the  beft  of  my  knowledge, 
through  the  whole,  I  had  not  borrowed  an  expreflion^ 
a  fentiment)  or  a  charad:er,  from  any  dramatic  writer 
extant. 

When  Mr.  Garrick  thought  of  performing  this 
piece  at  Drury-lane  theatre,  he  had  a  new  finger  to 
bring  out,  and  every  thing  pollible  for  her  advantage 
was  to  be  done;  this  necefTarily  occafioned  fome  new 
fongs  and  airs  to  be  introduced  ;  and  other  fingers, with 
voices  of  a  different  compafs  from  thofe  who  originally 
a£led  the  parts,  occafioned  ftill  more ;  by  which  means 
the  grcateft  part  of  the  mufic  unavoidably  became  new. 
'This  is  the  chief,  and  indeed  the  only  alteration  made 
in  the  opera  j  and  even  "to  that,  1  fhould,  in  many 
places,  have  been  forced,  much  againft  my  will,  had  it 
not  given  a  frefii  opportunity  to  Mr.  Dibdin  to  difplay 
his  admirable  talents  as  a  mufical  compofer.  And  I 
will  be  bold  to  fay,  that  his  airs,  ferious  and  comic,  \n 
this  opera,  will  appear  to  no  difadvantage  by  being 
heard  with  thofe  of  fome  of  the  grcateft  mafters. 

The  SCHOOL  FOR  FATHERS  is  added  to  the 
title,  becaufe  the  plot  is  evidently  double;  and  that  of 
Lionel  and  Clarifl'a  alluded  to  but  one  part  of  it,  as 
the  readers  and  fpcclators  v/ill  cafily  perceive. 

J.  B. 


A  ITable  of  the  Song*,  v/Ith  the  Names 
of  the  feveral  Compos ers^ 

N.  B,  Thofe  marked  thus  **,  are  newj  both  words 
snd  mufic :  bur  thofe  marked  thus  ^%  are  only  new  feU 

A  New  Overture  by  Mro  Dibdin. 

A  C  T    L 

I  Ah  hov/  deliq-htful  the  mornino:  Duet« 

*2  To  rob  them  of  ftrength  »>«       Mr.  Dibdiit  , 

*3  To  tel'.  you  the  truth         —  ■=—       Dibditt 

4  Zounds,  Sir  !   then  VU  tell  you  Dibditi 

5  When  a  man  of  fafhion  condefcends  Dibdiit 
*6  Tm  but  a  poor  fervant             — —i.             Dibdiii 

y  You  afk  me  in  vain  «—             -^—      Dibdin 

8  Ah  !   pr'ythee  fpare  me  —             Gallupj^i 

**9  Ye  gloomy  thoughts  <-«             — -    Dibdin 

Qxiintetto                —  ■—             Dibdia 

ACT    IL 

1  O  talk  riot  to  me                    -^  Ventd 

2  Indeed,  forfoothj  a  pretty  youth  Scolari 

3  How  curfedly  vext               Dr.  Arnc 

4  Come  then,  pining,  pieevifh  lover  Ciampi 
*5  To  fear  a  ftranger             —  —  Dibdin 

**6  Ladies,  pray  admire  a  figure  —  Dibdin 

**7  Poor  panting  heart  — ^  Dibdia 

8  In  Italy,  Germany,  France  have  I  been  Dibdin 

**9  We  all  fay  the  man  ■  Dibdirl 

10  Go,  and,  on  my  truth  relying  Vento 

Quintetto  -—  —  Dibdirt 

ACT     III. 

**i  How  can  you,  inhuman  !  ---  Dibdin 

*2  I  wonder,  I'm  fure^  —  Dibdin 

**3  Hiflj  foft ;  let's  hear  how  matters  gd  Dibdin 

♦*4  A  rafcal,  a  hufTcy  —  Dibdin 

5  Why  with  fighs  my  heart  is  fwcllin?"  Ciampi 
*6  C)  blifs  unexpcct.'d              -—               ---  JJ>ibd[n 

Qioru3  -—  -I.-  Dibdin 
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ACT   I.    SCENE    I. 

A  Chamber  in  Colonel  Old  boy's  houfe :  Colonel 
Old  BOY  is  difcoverd  at  breakfaft  reading  a  news- 
paper ;  at  a  little  diftance  from  the  tea-table  fits 
Jenkins;  and  on  the  oppofite  fide  Diana, 
who  appears  playing  upon  a  harpficord.  A  girl 
attending. 

^^  2.        ^ H  how  delightful  the  morningy 

How  fweet  are  the  profpeSis  it  yields  ; 
Summer  luxuriant  adorning 

The  gar  dens  y  the  groves  ^  and  the  fields  * 

A.  4.        Be  grateful  to  the  feaforiy 

Ifs  pleafures  let's  employ ; 
Kind  Nature  gives ^  and  Reafon 
Permits  us  to  enjoy. 

Col  Well  faid  Dy,  thank  you  Dy.  This,  mafler 
Jenkins,  is  the  way  I  make  my  daughter  entertain 
me  every  morning  at  breakfaft.  Come  here  and  kifs 
me  you  flut;  come  here  and  kifs  me  vou  bacrorao-e, 

JJian.  Lord,  papa,  you  call   one   fuch   names • 

CoL  A  fine  girl,  mafter  Jenkins,  adevilifh  fine  giil  ! 
fhe  has  got  my  eye  to  a  twinkle.  There's  fire  for  yoii 
— fpirit ! — I  defign  to  marry  her  to  a  Duke :  how  much 
money  do  you  think  a  Duke  would  exped  with  fuch  at 
wench  ? 

Jen,  Why,  Colonel,  with  fubmifTion,  I  think  there 
is  no  occafion  to  go  out  of  our  own  county  here;  we 
have  never  a  Duke  in  it,  i  believe,  but  we  have  many 
an  honeft  gentleman,  who,  in  my  ©pinion,  might  dc-' 
ferve  the  young  lady. 
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Col.  So,  you  would  have  me  marry  Dy  to  a  country 
'iquire,  eh!  How  fay  you  to  this  Dy !  would  not  you 
rather  be  married  to  a  Duke? 

Dion,  So  my  hufband's  a  rake,  papa,  I  don't  care 
what  he  is. 

CoL  A  rake!  you  damned  confounded  little  bag- 
gage ;  why  you  wou'd  not  wifh  to  marry  a  rake,  wou'd 
you  ?  So  her  hufband  is  a  rake,  fhe  does  not  care  what 
he  is  f  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Dian.  Well,  but  liften  to  me,  papa — When  you  go 
out  with  your  gun,  do  you  take  any  pleafure  in  (hoot- 
ing the  poor  tame  ducks,  and  chickens  in  your  yard? 
]\'o,  the  partridge,  the  pheafant,  the  woodcock  are  the 
game;  there  is  fome  fport  in  bringing  them  down  be- 
caufc  they  ire  wild;  and  it  is  juft  the  fame  with  an 
hufband  or  a  lover.  I  would  not  waile  powder  and 
fhot,  to  wound  one  of  your  fober  pretty  behaved  gentle- 
men ;  but  to  hit  a  libertine,  extravagant,  madcap  fel- 
lov>',  to  take  him  upon  the  wing 

CoL  Do  you  hear  her,  mafter  Jenkins?  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

y^ri.  Well,  but,  good  Colonel,  what  do  you  fay  to 
my  worthy  and  honourable  patron  here.  Sir  John 
Flowerdaier  He  has  an  eftate  of  eight  thoufand  pounds 
a  year  as  well  paid  rents  as  any  in  the  kingdom,  and 
but  one  only  daughter  to  enjoy  it;  and  yet  he  is  will- 
ing,  ycu  fee,   to  give  this  daughter  to  your  fon. 

Dian.  Pray,  Mr.  Jenkins,  how  does  Mifs  ClarifTa 
and  our  univerfity  friend  Mr.  Lionel  ?  That  is  the  only 
grave  young  man  1  ever  liked,  and  the  only  handfome 
one  1  ever  was  acquainted  with,  that  did  not  make 
love  to  cnc. 

Col  Ay,  mader  Jenkins  who  is  this  Lionel  ?  They 
fay  he  is  a  damn'd  witty  knowing  fellow  ;  and  egad  I 
think  him  v/ell  enough  for  one  brought  up  in  a  college. 

yen.  His  father  was  a  general  officer,  a  particular 
friend  of  bir  John's,  who,  like  many  more  brave  men, 
that  live  and  die  in  defending  their  country,  left  little 
elfc  than  honour  behind  him.  Sir  John  ftiit  this  young 
ir.an,  at  his  own  ex  pence,  to  Oxford  i  where,  while 
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his  fon  lived,  they  were  upon  the  fame  footing:  and 
fince  our  young  gentleman's  death,  which  you  know 
unfortunately  happened  about  two  years  ago,  he  has 
continued  him  there.  During  the  vacation  he  is  come 
to  pay  us  a  vifit,  and  Sir  John  intends  that  he  fhall 
fhortly  take  orders,  for  a  very  confiderable  benefice  in 
the  gift  of  the  family,  the  prefent  incumbent  of  which 
is  an  aged  man. 

Dian*  The  laft  time  I  was  at  your   houfe,  he  was 

teaching  Mifs  Clariila   mathematicj    and   philofophy. 

Lord,  what  a  ftrange  brain  I  have  '   \i  I  was  to  fit  down 

to  diftradt  myfelf  with  fuch  ftudies 

CoL  Go,  hufley,  let   fomeofyour  brother's  rafcals 

inform  their  mafter  that  he  has  been   long  enough  at 

his  toilet  J   here  is  a  mefTage  from  Sir  John  Flowerdale 

' — You  a  brain  for  mathematics  indeed  !    We  (hall  have 

women  wanting  to  head  our  regiments  to-morrow  or 

next  day. 

Dian.  Well,  papa,  and  fuppofe  we  did.      I  believe, 

in  a  battle  of  the  fexes,  you  men  would  hardly  get  the 

better  of  us. 

To  fob  them  of  Jlrength^  when  wife  Nature  thought  fit 

By  women  to  fiill  do  her  duty  ; 
Injlead  of  a  Jword  fhe  endu  d  them  with  wit^ 

j^nd gave  them  a  Jhield  in  their  beauty. 

Sounds  found  then  the  trumpet^  both  fexes  to  arrns ! 

Our  tyrants  at  once  and  prote^ors  ! 
We  quickly  fall  fee .,  whether  courage  or  charms-^ 

Decide  for  th-e  Helens  or  He^ors, 
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SCENE     II. 
Colonel  Oldboy,  Jenkins. 

Col.  Well,  mafler  Jenkins!  don't  you  think  now 
that  a  Nobleman,  a  Duke,  an  Earl,  or  a  Marquis, 
might  be  content  to  fhare  his  title — I  fay,  you  under- 
fland  me — with  a  fvveetener  of  thirty  or  forty  thoufand 
pounds,  to  pay  off  mortgages  ?  Befides,  there's  a  pro- 
ipe^Sl  of  my  whole  eftate  ;  for,  I  dare  fwear,  her  bro- 
ther will  never  have  any  children. 

yen,  I  fhould  be  concerned  at  that,  Colonel,  when 
there  are  two  fuch  fortunes  to  defcend  to  his  heirs,  as 
yours  and  Sir  John  Flowerdale's. 

Col.  Why,  look  you,  mafter  Jenkins,  Sir  John 
Flowerdale  is  an  honefl:  gentleman ;  our  families  are 
nearly  related  ;  we  have  been  neighbours  time  out  of 
mind  ;  and  if  he  and  I  have  an  odd  difpute  now  and 
then,  it  is  not  for  want  of  a  cordial  efteem  at  bottom. 
He  is  going  to  marry  his  daughter  to  my  fon ;  fhe  is  a 
beautiful  girl,  an  elegant  girl,  a  fenfible  girl,  a  worthy 
girl,  and — a  word  in  your  ear — damn  me  if  I  aiat 
very  forry  for  her. 

jfen.  Sorry  !  Colonel  ? 

Col.  Ay between  ourfelves,  mafter  Jenkins^  my 

fon  won't  do. 

yen.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Col.  I  tell  you,  mafler  Jenkins,  he  won't  do he 

is  not   the  thing,  a  prig At  fixteen  years   old,  or 

thereabouts,    he  was  a  bold,  fprightly  boy,    as  you 
fhould  fee  in  a  thoufand;  could  drink  his  pint  of  port, 

or  his  bottle  of  claret now  he  mixes  all  his  wine 

v/ith  water. 

yen.  Oh  !  if  that  be  his  only  fault.  Colonel,  he  will 
never  make  the  worfe  hufband,  I'll  anfwer  for  it. 

Col.   You  know  my  wife  is  a  woman  of  quality • 

I  was  prevailed  upon  to  fend  him  to  be  brought  up  by 
her  brother  Lord  Jcifamy,  who  had  no  children  of  his 

own,  and  promifcd   to  leave   him  an  eftate he  has 

got  the  eftate  indeed,  but,  the  fellow  has  taken   his  , 

Lordfhip's 


ACOMICOPERA.  5 

ILordfhlp's  name  for  it.  Now,  mafter  Jenkins,  I 
would  be  glad  to  know,  how  the  name  of  Jeflamy  is 
better  than  that  of  Oldboy. 

yen.  Well !  but  Colonel,  it  is  allowed  on  all  hands 
that  his  Lordfhip  has  given  your  fon  an  excellent  edu- 
cation. 

CoL  Pfhaw!  he  fent  him  to  the  univerfity,  and  to 
travel  forfooth  ;  but  what  cf  that ;  I  was  abroad,  and 
at  the  univerfity  myfelf,  and  never  a  rufh  the  better 
for  either.  I  quarelled  with  his  Lordfhip  about  fix 
years  before  his  death,  and  fo  had  not  an  opportunity 
of  feein^^  how  the  youth  went  on  ;  if  I  had,  mafter 
Jenkins,  I  would   no   more  have  fufFered   him  to  be 

made  fuch  a  monkey  of He  has  been  in  my  houfe 

but  three  days,  and  it  is  all  turned  topfy  turvy  by  him 

and  his  rafcally  fervants then  his  chamber  is  like  a 

perfumer's  {hop  with  wafh-balls,  paftes,  and  pomatum 
■  and  do  you  know  he  had  the  impudence  to  tell 
rne  ycfterday  at  my  own  table,  that  I  did  not  know 
how  to  behave  myfelf? 

yen.  Pray,  Colonel,  how  does  my  Lady  Mary  ? 

Col.  What  my  wife?  In  the  old  way,  mafter  Jen- 
kins; always  complaining;  ever  fomething  the  mat- 
ter with  her  head,  or  her  back,  or  her  legs but  we 

have  had  the  devil  to  pay  lately fhe  and  I  did  not 

fpeak  to  one  another  for  three  weeks. 

"Jen.  How  fo.  Sir  ? 

CoL  A  little  affair  of  jealoufy you  muft  know 

iny  gamekeeper's  daughter  has  had  a  child,  and  the 
plaguy  baggage  takes   it  into  her  head  to  lay  it  to  mc 

Upon  my  foul  it  is   a   fine   fat  chubby   infant  as 

ever  1  fet  my  eyes  on;  1  have  font  it  to  nurfej  and, 
between  you  and  me,  I  believe  1  fliall  leave  it  a  for- 
tune. 

yen.   Ah,   Colonel,  you  will  never  give  over. 

CoL  You  know  my  Lady  has  a  pretty  vein  of  poetry; 
(lie  writ  me  an  heroic  cpilHe  upon  it,  where  flie  calls 
me  her  dear  falfc  Damon  ;  lo  i  let  her  cry  a  little, 
prom i fed  to  do  fo  no  more,  and  now  we  are  as  good 
Iriei^ds  as  ever. 

Jen, 
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yen.  Well,  Colonel,  I  muft  take  my  leave ;  I  have 
delivered  my  meflsge,  and  Sir  John  may  expe£l  the 
pleafure  of  your  company  to  dinner. 

Col.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  come — pox  o'  ceremony  among 
friends.  But  won't  you  ftay  to  fee  my  fon  ;  1  have 
fent  to  him,  and  fuppofe  he  will  be  here  as  foon  as  his 
valet-de-chambre  will  give  him  leave. 

yen.  There  is  no  occafion,  good  Sir  :  prefent  my 
humble  refpedls,  that's  all. 

CoL  Well,  but,  zounds,  Jenkins,  you  muft  not  go 

till  you  drink  fomething let  you  and  1  have  a  bottle 

of  hock 

Jen.  Not  for  the  world.  Colonel^  I  never  touch  any 
thing  fl:rong  in  a  morning. 

Col.  Never  touch  any  thing  ftrong  1  Why  one  bottle 
won't  hurt  you  man  ;  this  is  old,  and  as  mild  as  milk. 

Jen*  Well,  but,  Colonel,  pray  excufe  me. 

To  tell  you  the  truth, 
hi  the  days  of  my  youth, 

As  mirth  and  nature  bidy 
J  Uk'd  a  glafs. 
And  I  lovd  a  lafs, 
:  And  I  did  as  younkers  did. 

But  now  I  am  old. 
With  grief  he  it  told, 

I  muji  thefe  freaks  forbear  j 
At  ftxty- three, 
'Twixt  you  and  me, 

A  man  grows  worfe  for  wear. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Mr,  Jessamy,    Lady   Mary    Oldboy,    and  then 
Colonel  Oldboy. 

Lady  M.  Shut  the  door,  why  don't  you  fhut  the 
door  there  ?  Have  you  a  mind  I  fhould  catch  my 
death  ?  This  houfe  is  abfolutely  the  cave  of  yEolus  ; 
one  had  as  good  live  on  the  eddy  ftone,  or  in  a  wind- 
mill. 

Mr.  Jejf.  I  thought  they  told  your  Ladyfhip  thaC 
there  was  a  meflenger  here  trom  Sir  John-Flowerdale. 

CoL  Well,  Sir,  and  fo  there  was;  but  he  had  not 
patience  to  wait  upon  your  curling-irons.  Mr.  Jenkins 
was  here.  Sir  John  Flowerdale's  fteward,  who  has 
lived  in  the  family  thefe  forty  years. 

Mr.  JeJf.  And  pray,  Sir,  might  not  Sir  John  Flow- 
erdale  have  come  himfelf  ?  If  he  had  been  acquainted 
with  the  rules  of  good  breeding,  he  would  have  known 
that  I  ought  to  have  been  vifited. 

Lady  M,  Upon  my  word.  Colonel,  this  is  a  folecifm. 
Col.  'Sblood,  my  Lady,  it's  none.  Sir  John  Flower- 
dale  came  but  laft  night  from  his  filler's  feat  in  the 
weft,  and  is  a  little  out  of  order.  But  I  fuppole  he 
thinks  he  ought  to  appear  before  him  with  his  daughter 
in  one  hand,  and  his  rent-roll  in  the  other,  and  cry. 
Sir,  pray  do  me  the  favour  to  accept  them. 

Lady  M,  Nay,  but,  Mr.  Oldboy,  permit  me  to  fay — 

Col.  He  need  not  give  himfelf  fo  many  affccled  airs  ; 

1  think  it's  very  well  if  he  gets  fuch  a  girl   for  going 

for;  (he's  one  of  the  handlomeft  and  richeft  in  this 

country,  and  more  than  he  deferves. 

Mr.  Jeff.  That's  an  exceeding  fine  cblnr^  jar  your 
Ladyfhip  has  got  in  the  next  room  ;  I  faw  the  fellow 
of  it  the  other  day  at  Williams's,  and  will  fend  to  my 
agent  to  purchafe  it:  it  is  the  true  matchlcfs  old  blue 
and  white.  Lady  Betty  Barebones  has  a  couple  that 
ihe  gave  an  hundred  guineas  for,  on  board  an  India- 
fcian  j  but  (he  reckons  them  at  a  hundred  and  twenty- 
five. 
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five,  on  account  of  half  a  dozen  of  plates,  four  Nankeen 
beakers,  and  a  couple  of  fhaking  Mandarins,  that  the 
cuftom-houfe  officers  took  from  under  her  petticoats. 

Col .  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  of  this  !  He's  chat- 
tering about  old  china,  while  I  am  talking  to  him  of  a 
fine  girl.  I  tell  you  u^hat,  Mr.  Jeffamy,  fince  that's 
the  name  you  choofe  to  be  called  by,  1  have  a  good 
mind  to  knock  you  down. 

Mr,  Jfjf.  Knock  me  down  !  Colonel  ?  What  do 
you  mean  I  I  muft  tell  you.  Sir,  this  is  a  language  to 
which  I  have  not  been  accuftomed  ;  and,  if  you  think 
proper  to  continue  or  repeat  it,  I  fhall  be  under  a  ne- 
celTity  of  quitting  your  houfe. 

Co/,  Quitting  my  houfe  ? 

Mr.  Jejj\  Yes,  Sir,  incontinently. 

Col*  Why,  Sir,  am  not  I  your  father.  Sir,  and  have 
rot  1  a  right  to  talk  to  you  as  I  like  ?  I  will,  firrah.  But 
perhaps,  I  mayn't  be  your  father,  and  I  hope  not. 

Lady  M'  Heavens  and  earth,  Mr.  Oldboy  ! 

CoL  What's  the  matter,  Madam  !  I  mean,  Madam^ 
that  he  might  have  been  changed  at  nurfe.  Madam  5 
and  I  believe  he  was. 

Mr,  Jejf.  Huh !  huh !   huh  \ 

Col.  Do  you  laugh  at  me,  you  faucy  jackanapes  ! 

Lady  M.  Who's  there,  fomebody  bring  me  a  chair. 
Really,  Mr.  Oldboy,  you  throw  my  weakly  frame  inta 
fuch  repeated  convulfions — but  I  fee  your  aim  5  you 
want  to  lay  me  in  my  grave,  and  you  will  very  foon 
have  that  fatisfa6tion. 

Col.  I  can't  bear  the  fight  of  him. 

Lady  M.  Open  that  window,  give  me  air,  or  I 
ihall  faint. 

Mr.  JeJJ'.  Hold,  hold,  let  me  tie  a  handkerchief 
about  my  neck  firft.  This  curfed  fharp  north  wind— 
Antoine,  bring  down  my  mufF. 

Col.  Ay,  do,  and  his  great-coat. 

Lady  M.  Marg'ret  fome  harts-horn.  My  dear  Mr. 
Oldboy  why  will  you  fly  out  in  this  way,  when  you 
know  how  it  (hocks  my  tender  nerves  \ 

CoL 
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Cd,  'Sblood,  Madam,  its  enough   to  make  a  man 

Lady.  M.  Hartihorn  !  Hartfhorn  ! 

Mr.  Je[[.  Colonel  ! 

Col.  Do  vou  hear  the  puppy  i 

Mr.  Jejr.  Will  you  give  me  leave  to  alk  you  onq 

queftion  ?  ,       t      -n 

Coi  I  don't  know  whether  I  will  or  not. 
^r.  JefJ.  I  {hould  be  glad  to  know,  that  s  all,  what 
fingle  circumftance  in  my  condua,  carriage  or  hgure 
vou  can  poffiblv  find  fault  with-Perhaps  I  may  be 
brought  to  reform-Pr'ythee  let  me  hear  from  your 
own  mouth,  then,  feriouHy,  what  it  is  you  do  like, 
and  what  it  is  you  do  not  like. 

Col  Hum !  .     ,       J  r 

J\4r,  Jeff.  Be  ingenuous,  fpeak  and  Ipaie  not. 

Col.  You  would  know  ? 

Zounds  Sir  I  then  Fll  tell  you.,  without  anyjejf., 
The  thing  of  all  things.,  which  I  hate  and  deleft  j 

A  coxcomb  i  a  fop-, 

A  dainty  milk-fop ; 
Who.,  effencd  and  dizendfrom  bottom  to  top^ 
Looks  juji  like  a  doll  for  a  milliners'  fh  op. 

A  thing  full  of  prate.. 

And  pride  and  conceit : 

All  fflfhion.,  no  weighty 

JVhofhrugs  and  takes  fnuffy 

And  carries  a  muff\ 
A  minikin^ 
Finiking^ 

French  poivder-puff: 
And  new  5;V,  J  fancy  y  I've  told  you  enough. 
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Lady  Mary  Oldboy,  Mr.  Jessamy. 

Mr,  Jeff.  What's  the  matter  with  the  Colonel, 
ma*am  r  Docs  your  la(  ydvp  know  ? 

Lady  M,  Fieigho  !  don't  be  furprifed,  child  ;  it 
was  the  ia.Te  thing  with  my  late  dear  brother,  Lord 
Jeflamy  ;  they  never  could  agree  :  that  good  natured, 
friendly  foul,  knowing  the  delicacy  of  my  conititution, 
has  often  laid.  Sifter  Mary,  I  pity  you.  Not  but  your 
papa  has  good  qualities,  and  1  aiTure  you  I  remember 
him  a  very  fine  gentleman  himfelf.  Li  the  year  of  the 
bard-froft,  one  thoufand  feven  hundred  and  thirty-nine, 
when  he  firft  paid  his  addrefles  to  me,  he  was  called 
agreeable  J.ick  Oldboy,  though  I  marned  him  without 
the  confcnt  of  your  noble  grandfather. 

Mr,  Jeff  I  think  he  ought  to  be  proud  of  me  :  I 
believe  there's  m.any  a  Duke,  nay  Prince,  who  would 
cfleem  themfclves  happy  in  having  fuch  a  fon — 

Lady  M.  Yes,  my  dear  ;  but  your  fifter  was  always 
your  papa's  favourite  :  he  intends  to  give  her  a  pro- 
digious fortune,  and  fcts  his  heart  upon  feeing  her  a 
woman  of  quality, 

Mr.  Jeff  He  fliould  wifh  to  fee  her  look  a  little 
like  a  gentlewoman  fiift.  When  (he  was  in  London, 
laft  winter,  I  am  told  (he  was  taken  notice  of  by  a  few 
men.     But  (lie  wants  air,  manner — 

Lady  M,  And  has  not  a  bit  of  the  genius  of  our  fa- 
niily,  and  I  never  knew  a  woniiin  of  it  but  herfelf  with- 
out. 1  have  tried  her :  about  three  years  ago  I  fet  her 
to  tranflate  a  little  French  fong  :  I  found  ftie  had  not 
even  an  idea  of  vciTification  ;  and  fhe  put  down  love 
and  joy  for  rhyme — fo  I  gave  her  over. 

Mr.  Jeff.  Why,  indeed,  fhe  appears  to  have  more 
of  the  Thaleftris  than  the  Sapho  about  her. 

Lady  M.  Well,  my  dear,  I  muft  go  and  drefs  my- 
fclf,  though  1  proteft  I  am  fitter  for  my  bed  than  my 
coach.  And  condefend  to  the  Colonel  a  little — Do, 
my  dear,  if  it  be  only  to  oblige  vour  mamma. 

S  C  E  N  S 
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SCENE        V. 

Mr.  /essamy. 

Hold  a  little:  lam  going  to  fee  a  provincial  Ba- 
ronet here  ;  who  would  fain  prevail  upon  me  lo  marry 
his  daughter  :  the  old  gentleman  has  heard  of  my  parts 
and  underftanding,  Mifs  of  my  figure  and  addrefs. 
But,  fuppofe  I  {hould  not  like  her  on  an  interview  ? 
Why,  pofitively,  then  I  will  not  have  her;  the  treaty's 
at  an  end,  and,  fans  compliment,  we  break  up'th« 
congrefs.  But,  won't  that  be  cruel,  after  having 
fufFered  her  to  flatter  herfelf  with  hopes,  and  fhewing 
myfelf  to  her.  She's  a  flrange  dowdy  I  dare  believe: 
however,  fhe  brings  provifion  with  her  for  a  feparatg 
maintainance. 

Antoine,  appretez  la  toilet.  I  am  going  to  fpcnd  2 
curfed  day;  that  I  perceive  already 3  I  heartily  wifii 
ir.y  vifit  v^as  over. 

H^hen  a  ?nan  offaJJAon  condefcendiy 
Sn?  herd  among  his  country  friends. 

They  watch  his  looks^  his  motions  : 
One  bocby  gapes,  another  Jiares, 
And  all  he  /ays  ^  doesy  eats,  drinks^  wears ^ 

Muji  fuit  their  riijUc  notions. 

But  as  for  thishrutij})  old  clown  here\ 
S' death,  ivhy  did  I  ever  come  down  herff^ 
Thefavage  ^vill  miv  never  quit  me : 
Then  a  c on/or t  to  take^ 
For  ?ny  family  s  fake, 
Vm  in  afuuji'opardy^  fplit  me  ! 
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SCENE     VI. 

Charrrrs  to  a  Study  112  Sir  Jjhn  Flower dalp.V 
Jrliufe  \  tzvo  Chairs  and  a  fable ^  ivith  Globes  and 
Mathematical  Injlruments.  Clarissa  enters^  fol^ 
lowed  by  Jenny. 

'jen.  My  dear  lady,  wh?.t  ails  you  ? 

Clar.   Nothing  J:nnv,  nothing. 

'jen.  Pardon  mc,  Madam,  there  is  fornethinn;  sjij 
you  inJced.  Lord  !  what  fjgnifies  al!  the  grandcL?r 
and  riches  in  this  world,  if  they  can't  procure  one  con- 
tent. J  am  fare  it  ?^Xcs  me  to  the  heart,  fo  it  dc)e<?, 
to  fee,  fiich  a  dear,  i\veet,  worthy  young  Lady,  as  you 
are,   pining  yourfelf  to  death. 

Clar.  Jenny,  yon  are  a  good  girl,  and  I  am  very 
much  oblig;ed  to  you  for  feeling  fo  much  on  my  ac- 
count; but,  in  a  little  time,  I  hope  I  fhail  be  eafier. 

'Jen.  V/hy,  nOvV,  here  to  day.  Madam,  for  fartain 
you  O'.ight  to  be  merry  to  day,  when  there's  a  fine  g:m- 
tleman  coaiing  to  court  you  ;  but,  if  you  like  any 
one  elfe  better,  1  run  furc,  i  wil'h  you  had  liim,  v;ith 
all  my  foul. 

Clar.  Suipofe,  Jjnny,  I  was  fo  unfortunate,  as  to 
like  a  man  without  my  father's  approbation  ;  would  you 
wifh  me  married  to  him  t 

Jen.  1  wifn  v'^u  married  to  any  one,  Madam,  that 
could  n;a':e,you  happv, 

Clar.  Hei^-v.  ! 

Jen.  Mud<.m!  Madam  !  yonder's  Sir  John  and  Mr. 
Lionel  on  the  terr.;S  :  i  behevc  they  are  coming  up 
here.  Poor,  dear  Mr.  Lionel,  he  does  not  fecm  to  be 
in  over  great  f;  irits  eith:r.  Tobefure,  Madam,  it's 
no  bufinefs  of  mine;  hut,  I  believe,  if  the  truth  whs 
kno^^n,  there  are  thofe  ni  tite  houfj,  who  wou'd  -ive 
moic  tr.an  ever  1  fhali  be  worth,  or  any  the  lii.e.~>of  me, 
to  pre^  eiit  ihc  marri^ige  of  a  fartain  perfon  thatfhali  be 
B»4meieis. 

Clar* 
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Clar,  What  do  you  mean  ?  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Jen.  I  hope  you  are  not  angry,  Madam  ? 

Clar.  Ah  !   Jenny 

yen.  Lauk  !  Madam,  do  you  think,  when  Mr. 
Lionel's  a  clergyman,  he'll  be  obliged  to  cut  oir  his 
hair  ?  I'm  fure  it  will  be  a  thoufand  pities,  for  it  is  the 
Iwceteft  colour,  and  looks  the  nicefl:  put  up  in  a  CLie 
— and  your  great  pudding  jdeevcs  !  Lord  !  they'll  quite 
fpoil  his  Ihape,  and  the  tali  of  his  (boulders.  Weil! 
Madam,  if  I  was  a  Lady  of  large  fortune,  I'll  be 
hanged  if  Mr.  Lionel  fliould  be  a  parfon,  if  1  could 
help  it. 

Clar.  I'm  going  into  my  drefiing-room — It  feems 
then  M".  Lionel  is  a  great  favourite  of  yours  ;  but, 
pray  Jeraiy,  have  a  care  how  you  talk  in  this  manner  to 
any  one  elfe. 

"Jen.  Me  talk  !  Madam,  I  thought  you  knew  me 
better;  and,  mv  dear  La-!) ,  kerp  up  your  ipirits.  I'm 
fure  I  have  drefTed  you  to  day  as  nice  as  hands  and  pins 
can  make  you. 

Pm  hut  a  poor  fervant  'tis  true.  Ma  am  ; 
But  was  I  a  lady  like  you  y  IvLCani, 

In  grief  would  I  Jit  I 

*Tbe  dickens  a  hit  ; 
No  faith,  I  luouldjearch  the  world  thro\  Mu'am<, 

To  find  what  my  liking  could  hit. 

Set  in  cafe  a  young  man. 

In  try  fancy  there  ran  ; 
//  7nighi  anger  my  friends  and  relations : 

hut,  if  i  had  regard. 

It  Jhould  go  very  hard. 
Or  i  dfllow  rny  sivn  iucUnaiions. 

SCENE 
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SCENE         VII. 

Sir,  John  Flower  dale,   Lionel. 

Sir  'John.  Indeed,  Lionel,  I  will  no^  hear  of  It. 
What  I  to  run  from  us  all  of  a  fudJcn,  thii  way  ;  and 
at  fuch  a  time  too;  the  eve  of  my  daughter's  wedding, 
as  I  may  call  it ;  when  your  company  muii  be  doubly 
agreeable,  as  well  as  necefT.iry  to  us?  1  am  fure  you 
have  no  ftudies  at  prefcnt,  ihit  require  your  :ittcndancc 
at  Oxford:  I  mult,  therefor^,  infift  en  your  putting 
fuch  thoug;h:s  out  of  your  head. 

Lion.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  have  been  fo  long 
from  the  univerfity,  that  it  is  time  for  me  to  think  of 
returning.  It  is  true,  I  have  no  abfolute  ftudies ;  but, 
rea'ly,  Sir,  I  fhall  be  obliged  to  you,  if  you  will  give 
me  leave  to  go. 

Sir  yuhn.  Come»  come,  my  dear  Lionel,  I  have  for 
fome  tmie  obferved  a  more  than  ordinary  gravity  grow- 
jn''  upon  you,  and  1  am  not  to  learn  the  reafon  of  it  : 
I  know,  to  minds  ferious,  and  well  Inclined,  like  yours, 
iht  fl.cred  function  you  are  about  to  embiace 

Lion.  Dear  Sir,  your  goodnefs  to  me,  cf  every  kind 
is  fo  great,  {o  unnierted!  Your  coridefcenfion,  your 
friendly  attentior.s — in  fhort,  Sir,  1  want  words  to  ex- 
prefs  my  fen^e  of  obligations 

Sir  John.  Fie,  fie,  no  more  of  them.  By  my  laft  let- 
ters, I  fi.'.d  that  my  old  friend,  the  Rector,  (till  conti- 
nues in  coed  health,  confidering  his  advanced  years. 
You  may  imagine  I  am  far  from  defiring  the  death  of 
fo  worthy  and  piousam.an  ;  yet,  I  mult  own,  at  this  time, 
1  could  vvlfh  you  were  in  oiders,  as  you  might  then 
pcrfoim  the  ceremony  of  my  daughter*s  marriagej 
which  would  give  me  a  fccret  ihtisfaiStion. 

Lion.  No  doubt.  Sir,  any  ofrce  in  my  pnwcr,  thit 
could  be  inftrumtntal  to  the  hap}  incfs  of  any  of  your 
family,  1  fliuuld  perform  with  picafure. 
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Sir  j'o/jn.  Why  real' y,  Lionel,  from  the  characSler  of 
ber  intended  huiband,  I  have  no  room  to  doubt,  but  this 
match  will  make  Clarlfla  perfe<Slly  happy :  to  be  fure,  the 
alliance  is  the  moil:  eiioible,  for  both  families. 

Lion,  If  the  gentleman  is  fenfible  of  his  happinefs  in. 

the  alliance,  Sir. — 

Sir  yohn.  The  fondnefs  of  a  father  is  always  fufpefled 
of  partiality ;  yet,  I  believe,  I  may  venture  to  fay,  that 
fev»^  young  women  v»^ill  be  found  more  unexceptionable 
than  my  daughter:  her  perfon  is  agreeable,  her  temper 
fweet,  her  underftandin^y  eocd  ;  and,  with  the  obli^a- 

tions  fhe  has  to  your  iiifi:ru£l:ion • 

Lion.  You  do  my  endeavours  too  much  honour. 
Sir ;  1  have  been  able  to  add  nothing  to  Mifs  Flower- 
dale's  accomphPiiments,  but  a  little  knowledge  in  mat- 
ters of  fmali  importance  to  a  mind  already  fo  well  im- 
proved, J 

Sir  John.  I  don't  think  fo;  a  little  knowledge,  evei^i 
in  thol'e  matters,  is  neceflary  for  a  woman,  in  whom 
I  am  far  from  confidering  ignorance  as  a  defireablc 
charadleriftic:  when  intelligence  is  not  attended  with 
impertinent  aftc£l:ation,  it  teaches  them  to  judge  with 
precifion,  and  gives  them  a  degree  of  folidity  neceflary 
for  the  companion  of  a  fenfibie  man. 

Lion.  Yonder's  Mr.  Jenkins  j  I  fancy  he's  looking 
for  you.  Sir. 

Sir  John.  I  fee  him ;  he's  come  back  from  Colond 
Oidboy's ;  here  is  my  daughter  coming  to  you  too;  I 
have  a  few  words  to  fay  to  Jenkins,  and  will  return  xw 
you  again  in  a  minut«« 
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SCENE      VIII 

Lionel,     Clarissa,     and  afterwards    Jenny,    ivht 
enters  abruptly^    and  runs  out  again. 

Lion,  Perhaps,  Ma^lam,  you  are  not  at  Icifure  no^v: 
otherv^iCe,  if  you  thought  proper,  we  would  rerume 
the  iubjedl  we  were  upon  yc(terday. 

Clar.  i  am  fure,  ^ii,  I  give  you  a  great  deal  of 
trouble. 

Lion.  Madam  ycu  give  me  no  trouble  ;  I  fhould 
think  every  hour  of  my  life  happily  exployed  i  n  your 
fervice;  ai.d,  as  this  is  probably  the  lad  time  I  fhall 
have  tr.e  fatiofactioa  of  atiending  you  upon  the  faux 
occahon ■ 

Clar.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Lionel,  1  think  myfelf 
extremely  obliged  to  you  ;  and  (hall  ever  confider  the 
enjovment  of  your  friendfiiip 

L.ion.  My  tiicndfliip,  Madam,  can  be  of  litle  mo- 
ment to  you  ;  but  if  the  mofl  pefe6t  aioration,  if  the 
warmeft  wifhcs  for  your  felicity,  though  I  fhould 
never  be  witnefs  of  it :  if  thefe.  Madam,  can  have  any 
merit  to  continue  in  your  remembrance,  a  man  once 
honoured  with  a  ihare  of  your  eftjem 

Li'^n.  Hold  Sir — I  think  I  hear  fomcbody. 

CLr.  If  you  pleafe.  Madam,  we  will  turn  over  this 
celeflial  gU'be  once  more — Have  you  looked  at  the  book 
I  left  you  yeftcrday  ? 

Clar.  Really,  Sir,  I  have  been  fo  much  diflurbcd  in 
my  tlioughls  for  thefe  two  or  three  days  paft,  that  I 
have  not  been  able  to  Ic  ok  at  any  thing. 

Lion.  I  om  forry  to  hear  that,  A4adam  ;  I  hope  there 
was  nothing  particular  to  difturb  ycu.  The  care  Sir 
John  takes  to  dilpofe  of  your  hand  in  a  manner  fuitable 
to  ycur  birth  and  fortune.— 
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Clar.  I  don't  know  Sir; — I  own  I  am  difturbec! ;  I 
©wn  1  am  uneafy  ;  there  is  foirxCthing  weighs  upon  my 
heart,  whiv.h  i  would  fain  difclofe. 

Lion,  Upon  your  heart.  Madam  I  did  you  fay  your 
heart  ? 

Clar,  I  did,  Sir, — I • 

Jen.  Madam  !  Madam  !  Mere's  a  coach  and  fix 
driving  up  the  avenue  :  it's  Colonel  Oldboy's  family  ; 
and  I  believe  the  gentleman  is  in  it,  that's  coming  to 
court  you. — Lord,  1  muft  run  and  have  a  peep  at  him 
out  of  the  window. 

Lion.  Madam,   I'll  take  my  leave. 

Clar.  Why  fo  Sir  ?— Blefs  me,  Mr.  Lionel,  what's 
the  matter  '—-You  turn  pale. 

Lion.   Madam  ! 

Clar.  Pray  fpeak  to  me.  Sir. — You  tremble. — Tell 
me  the  caufe  of  this  fudden  change. — How  are  you— • 
Where's  your  diforder  ? 

Lion.  Oh  fortune  !  fortune ! 

Tou  ajk  me  in  vain. 

Of  what  ills  I  coynplain^ 
TVhere  harbours  the  torment  I  find  ; 

In  ?ny  head,  in  my  hearty 

It  invades  ev'rypart, 
jindfubdues  both  my  body  and  mind. 

Each  effort  I  try, 

Evry  medicine  apply ^ 
The  pangs  of  my  foul  to  appeafei 

But  doomed  to  indure, 

What  I  mean  for  a  cure, 
Turns  poifon  and  feeds  the  difeafe* 
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S  C  E  N  E     IX. 

Clarissa,  Diana. 

Dian.  My  dear  ClarifTa — I'm  glad  1  have  found  you 
alone. — For  Heaven's  fake,  don't  let  any  one  break  in 
upon  us  ; — and  give  me  leave  to  fit  down  w^ith  you  a 
little: — I  am  in  fuch  a  tremour 

Clar.  Mercy  on  us.  what  has  happened  ? 

Dian,  You  may  remember  I  told  you,  that  when  we 
were  laft  winter  in  London,  1  was  followed  by  an  odious 
fellow,  one  Harman  ;  I  can't  fay  but  the  wretch  pleaf- 
ed  me,  though  he  is  but  a  younger  brother,  and  not 
worth  fix-pence  :  And-- in  (hort,  when  I  was  leaving 
town,   I  promifed  to  correfpond  with  him. 

Clar.  Do  you  think  that  was  prudent  ? 

Dian.  Madnefs  !  But  this  is  not  the  worft;  for  what 
do  you  think  ?  the  creature  had  the  afllirance  to  write 
to  me  about  three  weeks  ago,  defirmg  permillion  to 
come  down  and  fpend  the  fummer  at  my  father's. 

Clar.  At  your  father's  ! 

Dian.  Ay,  who  never  faw  him,  knows  nothing  of 
h:m,  and  would  as  foon  confent  to  my  marrying  a 
horfe -jockey.  He  told  me  a  long  flory  of  fome  tale  he 
intended  to  invent  to  make  my  father  receive  him  as  an 
indifferent  perfon  ;  and  fome  gentlemen  in  London, 
he  faid,  would  procure  him  a  letter  that  fhould  give  it 
a  face;  and  he  longed  to  fee  me  fo,  he  faid,  he  could 
not  live  without  it  ;  and  if  he  could  be  permitted  but 

to  fpend  a  week  with  me 

Clar.  Well,  and  what  anfvver  did  you  make? 

Dian.  Oh  !  abufed  him,  and  refufed  to  liften  to  any 
fuch  thing— Fiut— I  vow  I  tremble  while  I  tell  it  you-- 
iuft  before  we  left  our  houfe,  the  in^pudcnt  monfter 
arrived  there,  attended  by  a  couple  of  fcrvants,  and  is 
now  adlually  coming  here  with  my  father. 

Clar*  Upon  my  word,  this  is  a  dreadful  thing. 

Dian,  Dreadful,  my  dear!---l  happened  to  be  at 
tht  window  as  he  came  into  the  court,  and  I  declare  I 
had  like  to  have  fainted  away. 

Clar, 
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Clar»  Isn't  my  Lady  below  ? 

Dian,  Yes,  and  I  muft  run  down  to  her.  You'll 
liave  my  brother  here  prefently  too,  he  would  fain  hav« 
come  In  the  coach  with  my  mother  and  me,  but  my  fa- 
ther infifted  on  his  walking  with  him  over  the  fields. 

Clar,  Well,  Diana,  with  regard  to  your  affair — I 
think  you  muik  find  fome  method  of  immediately  in- 
forming this  gentleman  that  you  confider  the  outrage  he 
has  committed  againfl  you  in  the  mofl  heinous  light, 
and  infifl  upon  his  going  away  dire£lly. 

Dian.  Why,  I  believe  that  will  be  the  befl  v^ay— 
but  then  he'll  be  begging  my  pardon  and  afking  to  flay. 

C/ar,  Why  then  you  muft  tell  him  pofitively  you 
won't  confent  to  it;  and  if  he  perfifts  in  fo  extravagant 
a  defign,  tell  him  you'll  never  fee  him  again  as  long  as 
you  live, 

Dian,  Mufti  tell  him  fo  ? 

y^hf  pr'y thee  /pare  me ^  dearejl  creature! 
How  can  you  prompt  me  tofo  much  ill- nature? 
Kneeling  before  me^ 
Shou  d  I  hear  him  implore  me^ 
■    Cou'd  I accufe  hi7ny 
Coud  I  refufe  him 
TheboonheJhou'daJkF 
Set  not  a  lover  the  cruel  tajk, 

Noy  believe  me^  my  dear^ 
IVas  he  nowjianding  here^ 
Jnfpite  of  my  fright Sy  and  alarms ^ 

I  might  rate  him^  might  /cold  him 

But  Jhou  d  fill firive  to  hold  him 

Andfmk  at  lafl  into  his  arms* 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E      X. 

ClarissAc 

How  cafy  to  Sired:  the  conduct:  of  others,  how  hard 
to  regulate  our  own  !  I  can  give  n>y  friend  advice, 
while  I  am  confcioui>  of  the  fame  indifcretions  in  myfelf. 
Yet  is  it  criminal  to  know  the  molt  worthy,  moft  a- 
miable  man  in  the  world,  and  not  to  be  infenfible  lohis 
merit?  But  my  father,  the  kindeft-,  belt  of  fathers,  will 
he  approve  the  choice  I  have  made  ?  Nay,  has  he  not 
made  another  choice  for  me  ?  And,  after  all,  how  can 
1  be  fure  that  the  man  I  love,  loves  mc  again  ?  He  ne-» 
•yer  told  m.e  fo;  but  his  looks,  his  adHons,  his  prefent 
anxiety  fufficiently  declare  what  his  delicacy,  his  gene-» 
rofity,  will  not  fufFer  him  to  utter. — 

Te  gloomy  thoughts^  ye  fears  perver/cy 
laike  fullen  vapours  all  difperfe^ 
Jnd/catter  in  the  zvind  -, 

Dehftve  phantoms^  hrood  of^ nighty 
No  more  my  ftckly  fancy  fright^ 
No  more  my  reafon  blind : 

Tis  dme  ;  J  feel  rny  foul  releas*  d  *, 
The  viftons  fiy^  the  mifts  are  chas'dy 
Nor  leave  a  cloud  behind. 


SCENE 
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SCENE        XL 

Changes  to  a  View  of  Sir  JohnFlowerdale's 
Houfe^  with  Gates^  a^id  a  Profpe^  of  the  Garden* 
H  A  R  M  A  N  enters  with  Colonel  O L  D  B  o  Y . 

Col.  Well,  and  how  does  my  old  friend  Dick  Ran- 
tum  ?  I  have  not  feen  him  thefs  twelve  years  :  he 
was  an  honeft  worthy  fcllovi^  as  ever  breathed  j  I  re- 
member he  kept  a  girl  in  London,  and  was  clirfediy 
plagued  by  his  wife's  relatioiis. 

Har.  bir  Richard  was  always  a  man  of  fpirit. 
Colonel. 

Col.  But  as  to  this  bufinefs  of  yours,  which  he  tells 
me  of  in  his  letter — [  don't  fee  much  m  it — ■^.n  affair 
with  a  citizen's  daughter— -pinked  her  brother  in  a 
duel — Is  the  fellow  likely  to  die  ? 

Har.  Why,  Sir,  \vc  hope  not ;  but  as  the  matter 
is  dubious,  and  will  probably  make  fome  noife,  I 
thought  it  was  better  to  be  for  a  little  time  out  of  the 
way;  when  hearing  my  cafe.  Sir  Richard  Rantum 
mentioned  you  ;  he  faid,  he  was  fure  you  v/ould  permit 
me  to  remain  at  your  houfe  for  a  few  days,  and  offered 
me  a  recommendation. 

Cd.  And  there's  likely  to  be  a  brat  in  the  cafe . 

And  the  girl's  friends  are  in  bufinefs— rll  tell  you 
what  will  be  the  confequence  then— l^hey  will  be  for 
going  to  law  with  you  for  a  maintenance— -but  no 
matter,  I'll  take  the  affair  in  hand  for  you— -make  me 
your  folicitor;  and  if  you  are  obliged  to  pay  for  a  fingle 
fpoonful  of  pap,  I'll  be  content  to  father  all  the  chil- 
dren in  the  Foundling  Hofpital. 

Har,  I'm  fure.  Sir,  you  iire  very  kind. 

Col.  But  hold— -hark  you— you  fay  there's  money 
to  be  had— fuppofe  you  were  to  marry  the  wench  ? 

Har.  Do  you  think.  Sir,  that  v/(  uld  be  fo  rioht, 
after  v/hat  has  happened  ?  Befides,  there's  a  flronojer 
©bjection-— Totcll  you  the  truth,  I  am  honourably^ia 
]ovc  in  anothej  place, 

CcL 
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Col.  Oh  !  you  are. 

Har.  Yes,  Sir,  but  there  are  obftacles—- A  father- 
In  fhort,  Sir,  the  miftrefs  of  my  heart  lives  in  this  very 
county,  which  makes  even  my  prefent  fituation  a  lit- 
tle irk  lone. 

Cd  In  this  county  !  Zounds  !  Then  I  am  fure  I 
am  acquainted  with  her,  and  the  flrft  letter  of  her 
name  is 

Har.  Excufe  me,  Sir,  I  have  fome  particular  rea- 
fons 

C:l.  But  look  who  comes  yonder — Ha!  ha!  ha  I 
My  fon  picking  his  fteps  like  a  dancing-mafter. 
Pr'ythee,  Harman,  go  into  the  hou^e,  and  let  my  wife 
and  daughter  know  we  are  come,  while  I  go  and  have 
ibme  fport  with  him  :  they  will  introduce  you  to  Sir 
John  Flowerdale. 

Har.  l^hen.  Sir,  I'll  take  the  liberty ^ 

Col.  But  d'ye  hear,  I  muft  have  a  little  more  difn 
Gourfc  with  you  about  this  girl  ;  perhaps  (he's  a  neigh* 
hour  of  mine,  and  I  may  be  of  iervice  to  you. 

Har.  D'ye  think  you  cou'd  ? 

Col.  I  dare  to  fay. 

Har.  But  perhaps  you  might  not  choofe. 

CoL  l>y  me,  try  me. 

Har,  VVell,  remember.  Colonel,  if  I  find  yotir 
friendfliip  can  be  of  ufe  to  me,  depend  upon  it,  I  fhall 
put  it  to  the  tcft. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    XII. 

Colonel  Ol  D  B  o  Y ,  Mr.]  e  s  s  a  m  y  ^and fever  al  Servants, 

Col.  Why,  Zounds  !  one  would  think  you  had  ne- 
ver put  your  feet  to  the  ground  before  ;  you  make  as 
much  work  about  walking  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  as  i^ 
you  had  gone  a  pilgrimage  to  Jerufalem. 

Mr,  JeJJ'.  Colonel,  you  have  ufed  me  extremely  ill, 
to  drag  me  through  the  dirty  roads  in  this  manner  ; 
you  told  me  the  way  was  all  over  a  bowling-green  ; 
only  fee  what  a  condition  I  am  in  ! 

Col.  Why,  how  did  I  know  the  roads  where  dirty  ? 
is  that  my  fault  ?  Befides,  we  mifl-ook  the  way. 
Zounds,  man,  your  legs  will  be  never  the  worfe  when 
they  are  brufhed  a  little, 

Mr.  Jejf.  Antoine  !  have  you  fent  La  Roque  for 
the  (hoes  and  ftockings  ?  Give  me  the  glafs  out  of  your 
pocket— not  a  duft  of  powder  left  in  my  hair,  and  the 
frifTure  as  flat  as  the  fore- top  of  an  attorney's  clerk — 
get  your  comb  and  pomatum  ;  you  muft  borrow  fome 
powder ;  I  fuppole  there's  fuch  a  thing  as  a  dreffing- 
room  in  the  houfe  ? 

SCENE         XIII. 

Colonel     Oldboy,     Mr.    Jessamy,      Lionel, 
Diana,    Clarissa. 

Col.  Ay,  and  a  cellar  too,  I  hope,  for  I  want  a  glafs 
of  wine  curfedly— but  hold  !  hold!  P^rank,  where  are 
you  going?  Stay,  and  pay  your  devoirs  here,  if  you 
pleafe  j  1  fee  there's  fomebody  coming  out  to  welcome 
us. 

Lion.  Colonel  your  mod  obedient ;  Sir  John  is  walk- 
ing with  my  Lady  in  the  garden,  and  has  commiilion- 
cd  me  to  receive  you. 

Col.  Mr,  Lionel,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you-  — 
come  here,  Frank-— this  is  my  fon.  Sir. 

Lion,  Sir,  I  am  extremely  proud  to— — — 

3  .       Mr. 
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Mr.   yeff.  Can't  you  get  the  powder  then  ? 

CoL  Mifs  Chiry,  my  little  ivlifs  Clary— give  me  a 
kifs  my  dear — as  handfome  as  an  angel  by  heavens — 
Frank,  why  don't  you  come  here  ?  This  is  Mifs 
Flowerdale. 

Dian.  Oh  Heavens  ClarifTa  !  juft  as  I  faid,  that  im- 
pudent devil  is  come  here  with  my  father. 

Mr,  JeJJ.  Had'nt  we  better  go  into  the  houfe  ? 

71?  be  made  infuch  a  pickle  ! 
Will  you  pleafe  to  lead  the  way^  Sir  ? 
Col.     No^  but  if  you  pleafe^  you  may  Sir  ; 
For  precedence  n:ne  willjlickle' 

Dian.  Brother^  no  poUtcncfs?  Blefs  me  ! 
Will  you  7iot  your  hand  bejlow  ? 
Lead  the  Lady. 

Clar. Dont  dijlrefs  me  j 

Dear  Diana  let  him  go. 
Mr.  Jeff.  Ma'am  permit  me. 
Col. Smoke  the  beau, 

A.  2-  Cruel!  mu/l  J^  can  I  bear  y 
Oh  adverfe  Jlars  ! 

Oh  fate  fever  e  I 
Befet^  tormented^ 
Each  hope  prevented: 

Col .     None  but  the  hrave  deferve  the  fair » 

Come  Ma'* am  let  me  lead  you  :  _, 

Now^  Sir,  I  precede  you. 

A.  5     Lovers  mujl  ill  ufage  bear. 

Oh  adverfe  Jlars!  oh  fate  fever  e  ! 
None  but  the  brave  deferve  the  fair  • 


End  of   the  First  Act, 
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ACT    Ih    SCENE    I, 

J  Hall^  in  Sir  John  Flowerdale's  Houfe^with  ihi 
View  of  a  grand  Stair-cafe^  through  an  Arch,  On  either 
Side  of  the  ^t air-cafe,  below^  two  Doors^  leading  from 
different  Apartments,  Lionel  enters  followed  by  Jen  NY, 

Jen,  Well,  but  Mr.  Lionel,  confider,  pray  confi- 
der  now  ;  how  can  you  be  fo  purdigious  undifcreet  as 
you  are,  walking  about  the  hall  here,  while  the  ^en-^ 
tiefolks  are  within  in  the  parlour  ?  Don't  you  think 
they'l'  wonder  at  your  getting  up  fo  foon  after  dinner, 
and  before  ativ  &y  the  reft  of  the  company  \ 

Lion,  i^or  Heaven's  fake,  JeTiny,  don't  fpeak  to  me  : 
I  neither  know  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  am  doing  ;  1  am 
the  moft  wretched  and  miferable  of  all  mankind. 

Jen,  Poor  dear  foul  I  pity  you.  Yes,  yes,  I  believe 
you  are  miferable  enough  indeed;  and  I  alTure  you  I 
nave  pitied  you  a  great  while,  and  fpoke  many  a  word 
in  your  favoir,  when  you  little  thought  you  had  fuch  a 
friend  in  a  comer. 

Lion.  But,  good  Jenny,  fince,  by  fome  accident  or 
other,  you  have  been  able  to  difcover  what  1  would 
willin;^iy  hide  from  all  the  world ;  I  conjure  you,  as 
you  regard  n)y  intereft,  as  you  value  your  Lt^Afs  peace 
and  honour,  never  let  the  moft  diftant  hint  of  it  efcap^ 
you  ;  for  it  is  a  fecret  of  that  importance — — 

Jen.  And,  perhaps,  you  think  I  can't  keep  a  fecret. 
Ah  1  Mr.  Lionel,  it  mult  be  hear,  fee,  and  fay  nothing 
in  this  world,  or  one  has  no  bufineis  to  live  in  it  j  be- 
fides  who  would  rot  be  in  love  with  mv  Lady  ?  There's 
never  a  man  this  duy  alive  but  might  be  proud  of  it ;  for 
ihe  is  thehandlomeli,  fwceteft  temperdeii:  !  And  1  am 
fure  one  of  thebeft  miftrcftes,  ever  poor  giil  had. 

Lion,  Oh  Jenny  I  She's  an  angel. 
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"Jen,  And  fo  (he  is  indeed  --Do  you  know  that  flie 
gave  me  her  blue  and  filver  fack  to  day,  and  it  is  every 
crum  as  good  as  new  ;  and,  go  things  as  they  wili,  don't 
y£>u  be  fretting  and  vexing  yourfelf,  for  I  bm  mortally 
fartain  (he  would  liverer  fee  a  toad  then  this  JeiTamy. 
Though  I  muft  fay,  to  my  thinking,  he's  a  very  likely 
man  J  and  a  finer  pair  of  eye-brows,  and  a  more  de- 
licater  nofe  I  never  faw  on  a  face. 

Lion.  By  Heavens  I  (hall  run  mad. 

^Jen,  And  why  fo?  It  is  not  beauty  that  always  take$ 
the  fancy :  Moreover,  to  let  you  know,  if  It  was,  I 
don't  t'nink  him  any  more  to  compare  to  you,  than  9 
thiftle  is  to  a  carnation  :  and  fo's  a  ilgn  ;  for,  mark  my 
words,  my  Lady  loves  you,  as  much  as  fhe  hates  him. 

Lhru  What  you  tell  rpe,  Jenny,  is  a  thing  I  neither 
iperic  nor  expedt :  No,  I  am  unhappy,  and  let  me  con- 
tinue f o  :  my  moft  prefumptuous  thoughts  (hall  never 
carry  me  to  a  wi(h  that  may  afFe(5l  her  quiet,  or  give 
her  caufe  to  repent. 

^en.  That's  very  honourable  of  you  I  muft  needs 
fay  J  but  for  all  that,  liking's  liking,  and  one  can't 
help  it ;  and  if  it  fhould  be  my  Lady's  cafe  it  is  no  fault 
of  yours.  1  am  fure,  when  fhe  called  me  into  her 
dreffinn'-room,  before  (he  went  down  to  dinner,  there 
Ihe  flood  with  her  eyes  brim  full  of  tears;  and  f)  I  fell 
a  cryino  for  company— and  then  Ihe  faid  (he  could  not 
abide  the  chap  in  the  parlour;  and  at  the  fame  time, 
fhe  bid  me  take  an  opportunity  to  fpeak  to  you,  and  de- 
iire  you  wou'd  meet  her  in  the  garden  this  evening  after 
tea  ;  for  (he  has  fomething  to  f^y  to  you. 

Lion.  Jennv,  I  fee  you  are  my  friend;  for  which  I 
thank  you,  though  I  know  it  is  impofTible  to  do  me  any 
icrvice;  take  this  ring  and  wear  it  for  my  fake. 

^m.  I  an)  very  much  obliged  to  your  honour ;  I  am 
your  friend  indeed— -but,  1  fay,  you  won't  forget  to  be 
in  the  garden  now;  and  in  the  meantime  keep  as  little 
u\  the  houle  as  you  can,  for  walls  have  eyes  and  ears; 
\x\\'l  I  cati  rell  you  the  fervants  take  notice  of  your  un- 
cafmefs,  tho'  1  am  always  defirin^;  them  to  mind  their 

bufinefs.  . 

^'  Lwn*. 
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Lion.  Pray  have  a  care  Jenny,  have  a  Care  my  dear 
girl,  a  word  may  breed  fufpicion, 

yen.  Pfha  !  haVe  a  care  yourfelf ;  it  is  you  that  breeds 
fufpicion,  fighing  and  pining  about ;  you  look  for  ail 
the  vj^orld  lilos  a  ghoft ;  and  if  you  don't  pluck  up  your 
Ipirits  you  will  be  a  ghoft  foon ;  letting  things  get  the 
better  of  you;  Though  to  be  fure  when  I  thinks  with 
myfelf,  being  crofs'd  in  love  is  a  terrible  thing — There 
was  a  young  man  in  the  town  where  1  was  born  made 
av/ay  with  himfelf  upon  the  account  of  it. 

Lion.  Things  {han't  get  the  better  of  me,  Jenny. 

yen.  No  more  they  don't  ought;  And  once  again  I 
fay,  fortune  is  thrown  in  your  dtfh  and  you  are  not  to 
fling  it  out  j  my  Lady's  eftate  will  be  better  than  threa 
bifhopricks  if  Sir  John  could  give  them  to  you.  Think 
of  that  Mr.  Lionel,  think  of  that* 

Lion .  Think  of  what  ? 

O  talk  not  to  me  of  the  wealth  Jhe  poffefjes^ 
My  hopes  and  my  views  to  herfelf  I  confine ; 
The  fplenclour  of  riches  hut  Jlightly  imprejjes 
A  heart  that  ii  fraught  with  a  pajfion  like  mine. 

By  love,  only  love^  fioud  our  fouls  be  cejnented ; 
2^0  infrej}^  no  motive^  hut  that  wou'd  1  own'. 
With  her  in  a  cottage  be  blejl  and  contented^ 
And  wretched  without  her^  tho*  pkc'd  on  a  ihronf^ 
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SCENE     II. 

Jenny,  Colonel  Old  boy. 

Col.  Very  well,  my  Lady,  I'll  come  again  to  you  pre- 
fently,  I  am  only  going  into  the  garden  for  a  mouthful 
of  air.  Aha!  my  little  Abigal  !  Here  Molly,  Jenny, 
Betty!  What's  your  name  ?  Why  don't  you  anfwer 
me,  hufley,  when  I  call  you  ? 

Jen.  If  you  want  any  thing.  Sir,  I'll  call  one  of  the 
footmen. 

Col.  The  footmen  !  the  footmen  !  Damn  me,  I  ne- 
ver knew  one  of  them,  in  my  life,  that  would'nt  prefer 
a  rafcal  to  a  gentleman — Come  here,  you  flut,  put 
your  hands  about  my  neck  and  kifs  me. 

Jen.  Who,  I,  Sir  ! 

CoL  Ay,  here's  money  for  you  ;  what  the  devil  are 
you  afaid  of?  I'll  take  you  intj  keeping;  you  Ihall  go 
and  live  at  one  of  my  tenant's  houfes. 

Jen.  I  v/onder  you  aren't  afliamed.  Sir,  to  make  an 
honeft  girl  any  fuch  propofial  ;  you  that  have  a  worthy 
gentlewoman,  nay,  a  Lady  of  your  own — To  be  fure 
fhe's  a  little  llricken  in  years  ;  but  why  fhouldn't  fhe 
grow  elderly  as  well  as  y(!)urfelf  ? 

Col.  Burn  a  Lady,  I  love  a  pretty  girl 

Jen.  Well,  then  you  may  go  look  for  one,  Sir,  I 
have  no  pretenfions  to  the  title. 

Col.  Why,  you  pert  baggage,  you  don't  know  me, 

Jen.  What  do  you  pinch  my  fingers  for  ?  Yes,  yes, 
I  know  you  well  enough,  and  your  charekter's  well 
known  ?11  over  the  country,  running  after  poor  young 
creatures  as  you  do,  to  ruinate  them. 

Col.   What,  then  people  fay — 

Jen.  Indeed,  they  talk  very  bad  of  you  ;  and  what- 
ever you  may  think,  Sir,  tho'  I'm  in  a  menial  ftation, 
I'm  come  of  people  that  wou'd'nt  fee  me  put  upon  ; 
there  are  tho(e  that  wou'd  take  my  part  againft  the 
proudeft  he  in  the  land,  that  fhould  ofi:er  any  thing 

uncivil. 

2  CoL 
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CoL  Well,  come,  let  me  know  now,  how  do'?s  your 
young  Lady  like  my  fon  ? 

yen.  You  want  to  pump  me  do  you  ?  I  fuppofe  you 
would  know  whether  1  can  keep  my  tongue  within  my 
teeth. 

CoL  She  does*nt  like  him  then  ? 

Jen,  I  don't  fay  fo,  Sir — Isn't  this  a  (hame  now — I 
fuppofe  to-morow  or  next  day  it  will  be  reported  that 
Jenny  has  been  talking,  Jenny  faid  that,  and  t'other — 
But  here,  Sir,  I  ax  you.  Did  I  tell  yoa  any  fuch 
thing  ? 

CoL   Why  yes,  you  did. 

yen.  I ! — Lord  blefs  me,  how  can  you— — — 

CoL  Ad  I'll  niouzle  you. 

yen    Ah!   ah! 

CoL  What  do  you  bavi^l  for? 

yen.  Ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 

Indeed^  for footh^  a  pretty  youth  ^ 

To  ploy  the  anirous  fooli 
jit  fuch  an  age^  tnethinks  your  rage 

Might  be  a  little  cooL 

Fie^  let  me  go  ^  Sir* 
Kifs  me  ! — Noy  m^  Sir, 

You  pull  me  and/hah  me^ 
For  what  do  you  take  me^ 
This  figure  to  make  me  ? 

Pd  have  you  to  know 
Vm  not  for  your  game.  Sir  i 
Nor  zvill  I  be  tame^  Sir, 
Lordy  have  you  no  fnatney  Sir\ 

To  tumble  onefo  ? 
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SCENE         HI. 

Colone]OLDBOY,LADYMARY,DlANA,HARMANi 

Lady  M.  Mr.  Oldboy,  won't  you  ^*ve  me  your 
hand  to  lead  mc  up  flairs,  my  dear  ? — Sir,  I  am  pro- 
digioufly  obliged  to  you  ;  I  proteft  I  have  not  been  fo 
well,  I  don*t  know  when:  I  have  had  no  return  of  my 
bilious  complaint  after  dinner  to-day  ;  and  eat  fo  vora- 
cioufly  !  Did  you  obferve  Mifs  ?  the  whole  wing  of  a 
Partridge  !  Do6tor  Arfnic  will  be  quit  aftonifhed  when 
he  hears  it ;  furely  his  new  invented  medicine  has  done 
me  a  prodigious  deal  of  fervice. 

CoL  Ah  !  you'll  always  be  taking  oae  flop  or  other 
till  you  poifon  vourfelf. 

Lady  M,  it  brought  SirBarnaby  Drugg  from  death's 
door,  after  having  tryed  the  Spaw  and  Briftol  waters 
without  efre6l :  it  is  good  for  feveral  things,  in  many 
fovereign,  as  in  colds  and  confumptions,  and  lownefs 
of  fpirits  ;  it  corrects  the  humours,  redlifies  the  juices, 
regulates  the  nervous  fyftem ;  creates  an  appetite,  pre- 
vents fiufhings  and  ficknefs  after  meals  ;  as  alfo  vain 
fears  and  head-achs ;  it  is  the  fineft  thing  in  the  world 
for  an  afthma ;  and  no  body  that  takes  it,  is  ever 
troubled  with  hyfterics. 

Ccl.  Give  me  a  pinch  of  your  Lordfhip's  fnufF. 

Lady  M.  This  is  a  mighty  pretty  fort  of  man.  Co- 
lonel, who  is  he  ? 

Cot.  A  young  fellow,  my  Lady,  recommended  to  mc. 

Lady  M,  I  proteft  he  has  the  fweeteft  tafte  for  po- 
etry I  — He  has  repeated  to  me  two  or  three  of  his  own 
things;  and  I  have  been  telling  him  of  the  poem  my 
late  brother  Lord  Jeflamy  made  on  the  moufe  that 
was  drowned— 

Col.  Ay,  a  fine  fubje6l  for  a  poem ;  a  moufe  that 
was  drowned  in  a 

Lady  M,  Hu(h,  my  dear  Colonel,  don't  mention  it ; 

to  be  luie  the  circumftance  was  vaftly  indelicate;    but 

for  the  number  cf  lines,  the  poem  was  as  charming  a 

morfel — 1  heard  the  Earl  of  Punley  fay,  who  underftood 

l,atin,  that  it  was  equal  to  any  thing  in  Catullus. 
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CoL  Well,  how  did  you  like  your  fon*s  behaviour  at 
dinner,  Madam?  I  thought  the  girl  looked  a  little  afkevvr 
at  him — Why,  he  found  fault  with  every  things  and 
contradicted  every  body? 

Lady  M,  Softly — Mifs  Flowerdale  I  underftand  has 
defired  a  private  conference  with  him. 

Col.  What,  Harman,  have  you  got  entertaining  my 
daughter  there  ?  Come  hither,  Dy  ;  has  he  been  giving 
you  a  hiftory  of  the  accident  that  brought  him  down 
here  ? 

Dian,  No.  Papa,  the  gentleman  has  been  telling 
me 

fjady  M,  No,  matter  what  Mifs — 'tis  not  polite  to 
rspeat  what  has  been  faid. 

Col.  Well,  well,  my  Lady,  you  know  the  compa<St 
we  made ;  the  boy  is  yours,  the  girl  mine-  Give  me 
your  hand  Dy. 

Lady  M,  Colonel  I  have  done — Pray,  Sir,  was  there 
any  news  when  you  left  London  ;  any  thing  about  the 
paft-Indies,  the  minlftry,  or  politics  of  any  kind  ?  I  am 
ftrangely  fond  of  politics:  but  I  hear  nothing  fmce  my 
J^ord  JefTamy's  death  ;  he  ufed  to  write  me  all  the 
affairs  of  the  nation,  for  he  was  a  very  great  politiciaa 
himfelf.  1  have  a  manufcript  fpeech  of  his  in  my  ca- 
binet— He  never Tpoke  it,  but  it  is  as  fine  a  thing  as 
ever  came  from  man. 

Col,  What  is  that  crawling  on   your    LaJyfhip'i 
petticoat  ? 

Lady  M,  Where  !    where  ! 

Qol.  Zounds  I  a  fpider  with  legs  as  long  as  tiy  arm. 

Lad\)  AI.  Oh  Heavens!   Ah  doo*t  let  me  look  at  it; 
J  (hall  faint,  1  {hall  faint !  A  ipider  !  a  fpidsr  I  a  fpider. 
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SCENE     IV. 

Colonel   Oldboy,    Diana,   Harman. 

Cffl.  Old.  Hold  :  zounds  let  her  go  ;  I  knew  the 
•fplder  would  fet  her  a  galloping,  with  her  da  nned  fufs 

about  her  broihir  my  Lord  Jeflamy Harman,  come 

here. How  dj  you  like  my  daughter  ?    Is  the  girl 

you  are  in  love  with  as  hand  orne  as  this  ? 

Uar.  In  my  0|)inion,  Gir. 

Col.  What,    as  handfome  as  Dy ! •>  I'll   lay  you 

twenty  pounds  (lie  has  not  fuch  a  pair  of  eyes. He 

tells  me  he's  n  love,  D-  ,  fatiing  mad  for  love,  and, 
ty  his  talk,  1  begin  to  bsli.vc  him. 

Dia.  Now,  for  my  part,  papa,  I  doubt  it  very 
much  ;  though,  by  what  I  heard  the  gentleman  fay  jail: 
now  within,  1  find  he  imagines  the  La  y  has  a  violent 
partiality  for  him  j  and  yet  he  may  be  miftaken  there 
too. 

CoL  For  fhame,  Dy,  what  the  mifchitf  do  you 
mean  ?  How  can  you  talk  fo  tartly  to  a  poor  young  fellow 
under  misfortunes  ?  Give  him  your  hand,    and  afk  his 

pardon. — Don't  mind  her,    Harman. For  all  this, 

ihe  is  as  good-natur'd  a  little  devil,  as  ever  was  born. 

liar.  You  may  remember,  Sir,  I  told  you  before 
dinner,  that  I  had  for  fome  time  carried  on  a  private 
correfpondence  with  nr^y  lovely  girl  ;  and  that  her 
father,  whofe  confent  we  dcfpair  of  obtaining,  is  the 
great  obftacle  to  our  h~.ppinefs. 

CjI.  Why  don't  yc  u  carry  her  off  in  fpight  of  him, 
then  ? — I  ran  r.way  wi  h  my  wife — afk  my  Lady  Mary, 
fhc'll  tell  you  the  ihing  herfelf.— Her  old  conceited  Lord 
of  a  father  thoui^ht  1  was  not  o-cod  enouuh  ;  but  I 
mounted  a  gardcr.-wall,  notwithftar.ding  their  cheveux- 
de-frize  of  broken  glafs  boulcs,  took  her  out  of  a  three 
pair  of  (lairs  window,  and  brought  her  down  a  ladder  in 

Jrny  ar!n>. By  the  way,  fhe  would   have   fqueczcd 

through  a  c?.t-hole  to  eec  at  mc. — And  I  would  have 
taken  her  out  of  the  Tower  of  London,  damme,  if  it 
Had  been  furrounded  wi.h  the  three  regiments  of  guards^. 
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Dian,  Bat  furely,  papa,  yoa  would  not  perfuade 
the  gentleman  to  fuch  a  proceeding  as  this  is;  con- 
fidcr  the  noife  it  will  ma-.c  in  the  country  ;  and,  if  you 
are  known  to  be  the  adviicr  and  abettor 

Co/.  Why,  what  do  I  care?  I  fay,  if  he  takes  my 
advice,  he'll  run  away  with  her  -,  and  I'll  give  him  all 
the  afTifiance  I  can. 

Har,  lam  fure.  Sir,  you  are  very  kind ;  and,  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  more  than  once  hnd  the  very 
fcheme  in  my  head,  if  I  thought  it  was  feafiblc,  'and 
knew  how  to  go  about  it. 

CoL  Feafible,  and  knew  how  to  go  about  it  !  The 
thing's  feafible  enough,  if  the  girl's  willing  to  go  ofF 
with  you,  and  you  have  fpirit  fufHcient  to  undertake 
it, 

Har,  O,  as  for  that,  Sir,  T  can  anfvver. 

Dian.  What,  Sir,  that  the  lady  will  be  willing  to 
go  ofF  with  you  ? 

Har.  No,  Ma'am,  that  I  have  fpirit  enough  to 
take  her,  if  fhe  is  willing  to  go  ;  and  thus  far  I  dare 
venture  to  promife,  that,  between  this  and  to-morrov/ 
morning,  1  will  find  out  whether  fhe  is  or  not. 

Co/.  So  he  may;  flie  lives  but  in  this  county;  and 
tell  her,  Harman,  you  have  met  with  a  friend,  who 
is  inclined  to  ferve  you.  You  fhall  have  my  poit-chaifc 
at  a  minute's  warning;  and  if  a  hundred  pieces  will 
be  of  any  ufe  to  you^  you  may  command  'em. 

Har.  And  you  are  really  ferious.  Sir? 

Co/.  Serious  ;  damme  if  I  an't.  1  have  put  twenty 
young  fellows  in  a  way  of  getting  girls  that  they  never 
would  have  thought  of:  and  bring  her  to  my  houfc  ♦ 
whenever  you  come  you  fliall  have  a  funner  and  a  bed ; 
but  you  muH  marry  her  firit,  becaufe  my  Lady  will  be 
fqueamifh. 

Dian.  Well,  but,  my  dear  papa,  upon  my  word 
you  have  a  great  deal  to  anfwer  for  :  fuppofe  it  was 
your  own  cale  to  have  a  daughter  in  iuch  circumflan- 
ccs,  -would  you  be  obliged  to  any  one 

Co/.  Hold  your  tongue,  hufiy,  who  bid  you  put  in 
Jfouroax?    However,    Harman,  1    don't  want  to  fct 

F  1        yoa 
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you  upon  any  thing;  'tis  no  affair  of  mine  to  be  fure; 
I  only  give  you  advice,  and  tell  you  how  I  would  act 
if  I  was  in  your  place. 

Har,  1  aillire  you,  Sir,  I  am  quite  charm'd  with 
the  advice ;  and,  fince  you  are  ready  to  ftand  my 
friend,  I  am  determined  to  follow  it. 

Col.  You  are 

Har,  Pofitively- 


Col.  Say  no  more  then  ;  here's  my  hand  : — You 
underfland  me — No  occafion  to  talk  any  further  of  it 
at  prefent — When  we  are  alone — Dy,  take  Mr.  Bar- 
man into  the  drawing- room,  and  give  him  fomc  tea.— 
I  fay,  Harman,  Mum — 

Har,  O,  Sir. 

CoL  What  ^o  you  mean  by  your  grave  looks^ 
miilrefs  ? 

How  curfedly  vexi  the  old  fellow  will  be^ 

When  he  finds  you  havejnapt  up  his  daughter  ; 

But  J})\ft  as  he  will,  leave  the  matter  to  rne^ 
And  I  warrant  you  Joon  Jhall  have  caught  her* 

JVJjat^  a  plague  and  a  pox ^ 
Shall  an  ill-notur''dfoxy 
Prevent  youth  and  beauty 
From  doing  their  duty  ? 
He  ought  to  befet  in  thejiocks. 

He  merits  the  lazu  ; 
And  if  we  can^t  bite  him^ 
By  gad  we'll  indite  him^ 
Ha^  ha^  hay  hay  ha,  ha,  ha. 
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SCENE    V. 

Diana,  Harman. 

Dlan.  Sir,  I  defire  to  know  what  grofs  a»*ls  of  im- 
prudence you  have  ever  difcovered  in  me,  to  authorize 
you  in  this  licence,  or  make  you  imagine  I  fliould  not 
fhew  fuch  marks  of  my  refentment  as  your  monftrous 
treatment  of  me  deferves. 

Har,  Nay,  my  dear  Diana,  I  confefs  I  have  been 
rather  too  bold  ; — but  confider,  I  languifu'd  to  fee  you  ; 
and,  when  an  opportunity  ofFer'd  to  give  me  that  plea- 
fure  without  running  any  rifque,  either  of  your  quiet 
or  reputation,  how  hard  was  it  to  be  refifted  ?  'Tis 
true,  I  little  thought  my  vifit  would  be  attended  with 
fuch  happy  confequences  as  it  now  feems  to  promife. 

Dian,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Har,  Why,  don't  you  fee  your  father  has  an  incli- 
nation I  fhould  run  away  with  you,  and  is  contriving 
the  means  himfelf? 

Dian,  And  do  you  think  me  capable  of  concurring  ? 
Do  you  think  I  have  no  more  duty  ? 

Har,  I  don't  know  that.  Madam;  I  am  fure  your 
refufmg  to  feize  fuch  an  opportunity  to  make  me  hap- 
py, gives  evident  proofs  that  you  have  very  little  love. 

Dian.  If  there  is  no  way  to  convince  you  of  my  love 
but  by  my  indifcretion,  you  are  welcome  to  confider 
it  in  what  light  you  pleafe. 

Har,  Was  ever  fo  unfortunate  a  doo-  ? 

Dian,  Very  pretty  this  upon  my  word  j  but  is  it 
poilible  you  can  be  in  carneft  ? 

Har.  It  is  a  matter  of  too  much  confequence  to  jefl 
about. 

Dian.  And  you  ferioufly  think  I  ought 

Har.  You  are  fenfible  there  are  no  hopes  of  your 
father's  cooly  and  wittingly  confenting  to  our  mar- 
riage ;  chance  has  thrown  in  our  way  a  whimfical  me- 
thod of  furprizing  him  into  a  compliance,  and  why 

ould  not  vvc  avail  ourfclvcs  of  it  ? 

F  z  Dian, 
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Dian.   And  '~o  you  would  have  me 

Hcv.  I  fiiall  fay  no  more,    Aia'am. 

Dian.   Nay,  but,  for  Heaven's' fake— ' 

Har.  No,  iMadam  no ;   I  have  done. 

Dian.  And  are  you  pofitively  in  this  violent  fufs 
nbout  the  matter,  or  only  giving  yourfelf  airs  ? 

Har.  You  may  luppoie  what  you  think  proper, 
Madam. 

Dian.  Well,  come;  let  us  o;o  into  the  drawing-room 
and  drink,    tea,    aiid   ai'terwards    we'll  talk  of  matter* 

Har.  I  won't  drink  any  tea. 

£)iari.  Why  fo  ? 

}Jar.  Becaufe  I'm  not  dry. 

Dian.  Not  dry  !   Ridiculous. 

Har.   I  vviih  you  would  let  me  alone. 

Dian.   Nav,  pr'ythce — — 

liar.   I  won't. 

Dian.  Well,  will  you  if    I  con  fen  t  to pleafw  ? 

Har.  I  don't  know  whether  1  will  or  not. 

Dian.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  poor  Harman, 

Come  then.,  pining.,  pcevijh  lover ^ 
Tell  me  what  to  do  and  fay ; 
From  your  doleful  du?/ips  recover^ 
Smiie,  and  itfiall  have  its  zvay. 

JVith  their  humours.,  thus  to  tea7.c  us^ 
Men  are f '.re  thefrangefl  elves  ! 
Silly  creatures^  would  you  pleafe  usy 
2  'cu  Jhculdji  ill  fern  pleas  V/  yourf elves. 
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S  C  E  N  E     VI. 

H  A  R  M  A  N. 

Say'ft  thou  fo,  my  girl  !  Then  Love  renounce  me,  if 
I  drive  not  old  Truepenny's    humour  to  the  uttemoft. 

— Let  me  confider  ; wiiat   ill  confequence  can  pof- 

fibly  attend  it  ?— The  deiign  is  his  own,  as  in  part  will 
be  the  execution.— —He  may  perhaps  be  angry  when 
he  finds  out  the  d  .ceit.— Well ;-— h^  deceives  himielfg 
and  faults  we  commit  ourfelves  we  feldom  find  n^uch  dif- 
Acuity  in  pardoning. 

To  fear  ajiranger^ 
Behold  the  foldier  arm  ; 
He  knows  no  danger^ 
When  honour  founds  the  Harm ; 
But  dauntlefs  goeSy 
Among  his  foes* 

Jn  Cupid^s  militia^ 
Sofearlefs  I  ijfue  ; 
jfndy   asyoufety 
ArnCd  cap-  a-pee^ 
Refolve  on  death  or  viJfory, 
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SCENE    VIII. 

Changes  to  a  handfome  Drejfing-rocm^  fuppofedto  be  Cl  a- 
rissaV.     On  one  Side,  between  the  JVings^  is  a  Table 
.  2vith  a  Gliffs,  Boxes f  and  iwo  Chairs.    Di  AH  A  enters 
be/ore]  ESS  AMY, 

Diafi.  Come,  brother,  I'll  undertoke  to  be  mlftrefs  of 
the  ceremony  upon  this  occafion,  and  introduce  you  to 

your  firft  audience. Mifs  Flowerdale  is  not  here,  I 

perceive  ;   but  no  matter 

A'lr  Jff.  Upon  my  word,  a  pretty  elegant  drefHng- 
room  this ;  but  confound  our  builders,  or  architects,  as 
they  call  themfelves,  they  aie  all  errant  flone-mafons ; 
not  one  of  them  know  the  fituation  of  doors,  windows, 
or  chimnies ;  which  are  as  efllntial  to  a  room  as  eyes, 
nofe  and  mouth  to  a  countenance.  Now,  if  the  eyes 
are  where  the  mouth  fhould  be,  and  the  nofe  out  of 
proportion  and  its  place,  quel  horrible  phyjiognomie. 

Dia.  My  dear  brother,  you  are  not  come  here  as  a 
virtucfo  to  admire  the  temple  ;  but  as  a  votary  to  addrefs 
the  diety  to  whom  it  belongs.  Shew,  I  befcech  you, 
a  little  more  devotion,  and  tpUme,  how  do  you  like 
Mfs  Fhnverdale  r  Don't  you  think  her  very  handfome? 

Mr.  Jejf.  Pale; but  that   I   am  determined  (he 

fha  1  remedy  ;  for,  as  fjon  as  we  are  married,  I  will 
mTike  her  put  on  rogue  : — Let  me  fee  : — has  Ihe  got  any 
in  her  boxes  here  ;  Veritable  toilet  a  h  Angloife.  No- 
thing but  a  bottle  of  Hungary-water,  two  or  three 
rov  s  of  pin=,  a  ;  aper  of  patches,  and  a  little  bole-ar- 
moniac  b;*  way  of  ;onth- powder. 

Dia  Broihtr,  I  would  fain  give  you  fomc  advice 
upt-n  this  occaiion,  which  may  be  of  fervice  to  you : 
You  a^e  now  goini;  to  entertain  a  young  Lady — Let  me 
prevail  up(  n  you  to  lay  afide  thole  airs,  on  account  cf 
which  fome  people  arc  impertinent  enough  to  call  you  a 
coxcoa.b;  (or  I  am  afraid,  (he  mav  be  apt  to  think  you 
a  coxci^mo  too,  as  I  afl'ure  you  ILe  is  very  capable  of 
dillinguilbing. 

3  Mr. 
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Mf'  Jejf.  So  much  the  worfe  for  me. — If  (he  is  ca- 
pable of  difUnguifhing,  1  fliall  meet  with  a  terrible 
repulfe.     I  don't  believe  fhe'll  have  me, 
Dia,  I  don't  believe  fhe  vi'ill,  indeed. 

Mr,  Jeff',  Go  on,  filler,- ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dia,  1  proteft  1  am  ferious — Though,  I  perceive, 
jou  have  more  faith  in  the  counfellor  before  you  there, 
the  looking-glafs.  But  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  k 
is  not  a  powder'd  head,  a  Jac'd  coat,  a  grimace,  sl 
fhrug,  a  bow,  or  a  fev/  pert  phrafes,  learnt  by  rote, 
that  conftitute  the  power  of  pleafing  all  women. 

^^-  .7#  You  had  better  return  to  the  gentlemasi 
and  give  him  his  tea,  my  dear. 

Dia.  Thefe  qualifications  we  find  \n  our  parrots  and 
monkies.  I  would  undertake  to  teach  Poll,  in  three 
weeks,  the  fafhionable  jargon  of  half  the  fine  meii 
about  town  ;  and  1  am  "fure  it  muft  be  allowed,  that 
pug,  in  a  fcarlet  coat,  is  a  gentleman  as  degage  aui 
^ilunng  as  moft  of  them. 

Ladies^  pray  admWe  a  figure^ 
Fait  felon  le  derniere  gout. 
FirJIy  his  bat^  infize  no  bigger 
Than  a  Chinefe  woman' s  Jhoe -^ 
Six  yards  of  ribbon  bind 
His  hair  en  baton  behind ; 
While  his  for e- top's  fo  highy 
l^hat  in  crozun  he  may  vis 
With  the  tufted  cockatoo, 

Thtn  his  waif  fo  long  and  taper , 
*Tis  an  abfolute  thread-paper : 
Maids  refifl  him,  \ou  that  can  ; 
Odds  life,  if  this  is  all  th'  afaify 
ril  clap  a  hat  on,  club  my  hair^ 
^nd  call  myfclf  a  Man, 
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SCENE  vni. 

Clarissa,  Mr,  Jessamy. 

Clar,  Sir,  I  took  the  liberty  to  defire  a  few  mo- 
ments private  converfation  with  you — I  hope  you  will 
cxcufe  it — I  am,  really,  greatly  embarrafs'd.  But,  in 
an  afFair  of  fuch  immediate  confequence  to  us  both — 

Mr.  JeJJ'.  My  dear  creature,  don't  be  embarrals'd 
before  me  ;  I  fhould  be  extremely  forry  to  ftrike  you 
with  any  awe;  but,  this  is  a  fpccies  of  mauvaife 
honte,  v;hich  the  company  I  fhall  introduce  you  to, 
will  foon  cure  you  of. 

Clar    Upon  my  word,   Sir,  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Mr.  '^feJJ'.  Perhaps,  you  may  be  under  fome  un- 
cafmefs,  left  I  fliould  not  be  quite  fo  warm  in  the  pro- 
fecution  of  this  affair,  as  you  could  wifh :  it  is  true, 
with  regard  to  quality,  1  might  do  better  ^  and,  with 
regard  to  fortune,  full  as  well — But,  you  pleafe  me — 
Upon  my  foul,  1  have  not  met  with  any  thing  more 
agreeable  to  me  a  great  while. 

Clar,  Pray,  Sir,  keep  your  feat. 

Mr.  Jeff.  iVlauvaiie  honte  again.  My  dear,  there 
is  nothing  in  thefe  little  familiarities  between  you  and 
me — When  we  are  married,  1  ihall  do  every  thing  to 
render  your  life  happy 

Clar.  Ah!  Sir,  pardon  me.  The  happinefs  of  my 
life  depends  upon  a  circumftance 

Mr.  "Jejf.  Q>\\ ! — I  underftand  you — You  have  been 
told,  1  fuppolb,  of  the  Italian  opera  girl — Rat  peoples 
tongues — However,  'tis  true,  i  had  an  afFair  with  her 
at  Naples,  and  (he  is  now  here.  But,  be  fatiffied,  I'll 
give  her  a  thoufand  pounds,  and  fend  her  about  her 
bufinefs. 

^Lur.  Me  Sir!  I  proteft  nobody  told  me — Lord!  I 
never  heard  any  fuch  thing,  or  enquired  about  it. 

iVir.  Jcjjf,  Nor,  havethy  ot  been  chattering  to 
you  of  my  affair  ai  Pifa,  v/ith  ihe  Principcffa  del ' 

Ciar»  No,  indeed,  Sir. 

■  Mr. 
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Mr,  *JeJf.  Well!  I  was  afraid  they  might,  becau^jf, 
in  this  rude  country — But,  why  filent,  on  a  fudden— 
don't  be  afraid  to  fpeak. 

Clar,  No,  Sir,  I  will  come  to  the  fubje£^,  on 
which  I  took  the  liberty  to  trouble  you — Indeed,  I 
have  great  reliance  on  your  generofity. 

Mr.  Jejp.  You'll  find  me  generous  as  a  prince,  de- 
pend on't, 

Clar.  I  am  blefs'd.  Sir,  with  one  of  the  beft  oi 
fathers :  I  never  yet  difobey'd  him  ;  in  which  1  have 
had  little  merit ;  for  his  commands  hitherto  have  only 
been  to  fecure  my  own  felicity. 

Mr,  Jeffl  Apres  ma  chere, 

Clar,  But  now.  Sir,  I  am  under  the  (hocking  ne- 
ceflity  of  difobeying  him,  or  being  wretched  for  ever. 

Mr,  Jeff.  Hem! 

Clar,  Our  union  is  impoffible — my  prefent  /ituatlon 
—the  gloomy  profped  before  me— the  inquietude  of 
my  mind 

Poor  panting  hearty  ah  !  wilt  thou  ever 

Throb  nxfithin  my  troubled  breajl ; 
^hall  I  fee  the  moment  never 

That  is  doomed  to  give  thee  rejl  ? 

Cruel  Jiars  !  that  thus  torment  me. 

Still  I  feekfor  ea/e  in  vain^ 
All  my  efforts  but  pre/ent  me 

With  variety  of  pain. 
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SCENE     IX. 

Jessamy,  Jenkins. 

Mr.  Jejf.  Who's  there  ? 

Jenk.  Dc  you  call,  Sir? 

Mr.  Jejf.  Hark  you,  old  gentleman;  who  are  you? 

yenk.  Sir,  my  name  is  Jenkins. 

Mr.  Jeff.  Oh  !  you  are  Sir  John  Flowerdale's  Rew- 
ard; a  fervant  he  puts  confidence  in. 

Jenk.  Sir,  I  have  ferved  Sir  John  Flowerdale  many 
years:  he  is  the  beft  of  mafters;  and,  I  believe,  he 
has  fome  dependance  on  my  attachment  and  fidelity. 

Mr,  Jeffl  Then,  Mr.  Jenkins,  I  (hall  condefcend 
to  fpeak  to  you.  Does  your  mafter  know  who  I  am  ? 
Does  he  know,  Sir,  that  1  am  likely  to  be  a  Peer  of 
Great  Britain  ?  That  1  have  ten  thoufand  pounds  a 
year;  that  I  have  pafled  through  all  Europe  with  di- 
ftinguifhed  eclat;  that  I  refufed  the  daughter  of  Myn- 
heer Van  SJokenfolk,  the  great  Dutch  burgomafter; 
and,  that,  if  I  had  not  had  the  misfortune  of  being 
bred  a  proteftant,  I  might  have  married  the  niece  of 
his  prefent  holinefs  the  Pope;  with  a  fortune  of  two 
hundred  thoufand  piaftres  ? 

Jenk.  I  am  fure,  Sir,  my  mafter  has  all  the  refpe6t 
imaginable 

Mr.  Jeff'.  Then,  Sfr,  how  comes  he,  after  my 
fhewing  an  inclination  to  be  allied  to  his  family;  how 
comes  he,  I  fay,  to  bring  me  to  his  houfe  to  be 
aflronted  ?  I  have  let  his  dau2;hter  go;  but,  I  think, 
I  was  in  the  wrong;  for  a  woman  that  infults  me,  is 
no  more  fafe  than  a  man.  I  have  brought  a  Lady  to 
reafon  before  now,  for  giving  me  faucy  language ;  and 
left  her  male  friends  to  revenge  it. 

Jenk.  Pray,  good  Sir,  "W\\at  is  the  matter  ? 

Mr,  Jc/^  Why,  Sir,  tkfs  is  the  matter.  Sir — Your 
mafter's  daughter.  Sir,  has  behaved  to  me  with  damn'd 
infolencc,  and  impertinence;  and,  you  may  tell  Sir 
John  Flowerdale,    iirft,  with   regard  to   her,  that,  I 

think 
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thiiik  (he  is  a  filly,  ignorant,  awkward,  ill-bred 
country  pufs. 

Jenk,  Oh!  Sir,  for  Heav'ns  fake 

Mr,  Jejf.  And,  that,  with  regard  to  himfelf,  he  is, 
in  my  "opinion,  an  old,  doating,  ridiculous,  country 
'fquire ;  without  the  knowledge  of  either  men  or 
things;  and,  that  he  is  below  my  notice,  if  it  were  not 
to  defpife  him. 

Jenk,  Good  Lor<l  I  Good  Lord  ! 

Mr,  Jeff,  And,  advife  him  and  his  daughter  to,  keep 
out  of  my  way;    for,  by  gad,  I  will  affront    them,  in 

the  firft  place  I  meet  them And,  if  your  mafter  is 

for  carrying  things  further;  tell  him,  I  fence  better 
than  any  man  in  Europe. 

(    In  Italy y  Germany^  France  have  I  been ; 

Where  princes  I've  liv'd  with^  where  monarch s  Vvefecn^ 

The  great  have  carefs'd  me^ 

The  fair  have  afldrefs'd  mei 
Nay^  fmiles  I  have  had  from  a  queen* 

Andy  noWy  Jhall  a  pert, 
Infignificant  flirty 
With  infolence  ufe  me, 
Prejume  to  refufe  me  ! 
She  fancies  my  pride  will  he  hurt. 

But  tout  au  contrairey 

Impleas^dy  I  declare^  1 

^ite  happy y  to  think  y  I  efcape  from  the  fnare  : 
Serviteur  Manifelle ;  my  claim  I  withdraw. 
Hey!  where  are  my  people?    Fal^  lal^  laly  laJ,  lai 
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S    C    E   N   E     X. 

Jenkins. 

I  mufi  go  and  inform  Sir  John  of  whathas  happened  ; 
but,  I  will  not  tell  him  of  the  outrageous  behaviour  of 
this  young  fpark;  for,  he  is  a  manof  fpirit,  and  would 
rcfcnt  it.  Egad,  my  own  fingers  itched  to  be  at  him, 
once  or  twice  ;  and,  as  ftout  as  he  is,  I  fancy  thefe 
old  fifls  would  give  him  a  bellyful.  He  complains  of 
Mifs  ClarifTa  ;  but,  (be  is  incapable  of  treating  him  in 
the  manner  he  fays.  Perhaps,  fhe  may  have  behaved 
'with  fome  coldnefs  towards  him  3  and,  yet,  that  is  a 
iryfleiy  to  me  too 

We  all  fay  i  the  man  was  exceedingly  knowing, 

Jnd  knowing  moji  furely  was  he. 
Who  found  out  the  caufe  of  the  ebbing  andflowingy 

The  fux  and  reflux  ofthefea^ 

Nor  was  he  in  knowledge  far  from  it. 
Who  firfi  mark'd  the  courfe  of  a  comet  j 

To  vjhat  it  was  owing. 

Its  coming  and  going. 
Its  wanderings  hither  and  thither  5 

But  the  man  that  devines 

A  Ladys  defigns^ 

Their  caufe ^  or  effeSl, 

In  any  refpe^l^ 
h  wifer  than  both  put  together. 
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SCENE      XL 

Changes  to  Sir  John  Fl o  w  e r d  a l e V  Garden  ;  wkh 
the  View  of  a  Canal,  by  Adoon-Ught*  Lionel  enters 
leading  Clarissa. 

Lion.  Hift — methought  I  heard  a  noife — fhould  we 
be  furprized  together,  at  a  juncture  (o  critica',  what 
might  be  the  confequence  !— I  know  not  how  it  is ;  but, 
at  this,  the  happieft  moment  of  my  life,  I  feel  a  darrp, 
a  tremor,  at  my  heart 

Clar,  Then,  what  iliould  I  do?  If  you  tremble,  I 
ought  to  be  terrified  indeed,  who  have  difcovered  fen- 
timents,  wh  ch,  perhaps,  1  fhould  nave  hid,  with  a 
franknefs,  thar,  by  a  man  le's  generous,  h{.<  roble 
minded  than  yourfelf,  might  be  cc  nlhued  to  my  difad» 
vantage. 

Lion.  Oh!  wound  me  nor  with  To  cruel  an  ^::prc\- 
fion — You  love  me,  and  have  conief^endcd  to  confcfs 
it — You  have  feen  my  torments-,  nd  been  kind  fiiou2.h 
to  pity  them If  this  is  to  have  err  d 

Ciar,  Be  calm,  and  liften  to  me:  what  I  have  done 
has  not  been  iightlv  imaj^ined,  nor  rafhiy  undertaken: 
it  is  the  work  of  rtHedtion,  (f  conviction  ;  my  iove  is 
not  a  facrifice  to  my  own  fancy,  but  a  tribute  to  your 
worth  ;  did  I  think  there  was  a  more  deferving  man  iii 
the  world 

Lion.  If,  to  doat  on  you  more  than  lif'%  be  to  de- 
ferve  you,  fo  far  1  have  merit ;  if,  to  have  no  with,  no 
hope,  no  thought,  but  you,  can  entitle  me  to  the  en- 
vied difiindtion  of  a  mon.ent's  regard,  (b  far  I  dare  pre- 
tend. 

Ciar.  That  I  have  this  day  refufed  a  man,  wifh 
whom  1  coui  i;ot  be  happy,  is  nothing  iinguhr ;  born 
forquic'  and  fimplicitv,  the  cro^dr.  of  the  v/orld,  the 
noife  attcn(iini>  pomp  and  diftiusSlion,  have  nb  charms 
for  me  •  1  wtfh  to  oifs  nny  lile  in  rational  tranqjilicy, 
with  a  friend,  wh:Mc  virtues  i  can  re(pc(ft',  whofc  ta- 
lents 
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lerts  I  can   admire;    who  will  make  my  efteem  the 
bafis  of  my  affe^lion. 

Lion.  O  charming  creature  I  yes,  let  me  indulge 
the  flattering  idea;  form'd  with  the  fame  fentiments, 
the  fame  feelings,  the  fame  tender  paflion  for  each 
other,  Nature  defign'd  us  to  compofe  that  facred 
union,  which  nothing  but  death  can  annul. 

Clar.  One  only  thing  remember.     Secure  in  each 
others  afTe(5lions,  here  we  muft  reft ;  I  would  not  give 
ny  father  a  moment's  pain,  to  pui  chafe  the  empire  of 
the  world. 

L'lon.  Command,  difpofe  of  me  as  you  pleafe ;  an- 
gels take  cognizance  of  the  vows  of  innocence  and 
virtue;  and,  I  will  believe  that  ours  are  already  re- 
gifter'd  in  Heaven. 

Clar,  1  will  believe  fo  too. 

Go^  and^  on  my  truth  relytng. 
Comfort  to  your  cares  applying^ 
Bid  each  doubt  and  forrow  fiylng^ 
Leave  to  peace  and  love  your  hreaj}, 

Go^  and  may  the  Powers  that  hear  us-, 
Stilli  as  kind  proteSfors  near  us, 
Through  our  troubles  fafelyjieer  us 
To  a  port  of  joy  and  rejl. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  XIL 

Lionel,  Sir  John  Flowerdals. 

Sir  John.  Who's  there  ?  Lionel ! 

Lion.  Heav'ns  !  'tis  Sir  John  Flowerdale. 

Sir  John.  Who's  there  ? 

Lion.  'Tis  I,  Sir,  I  am  here,  Lionel. 

Sir  John.  My  dear  lad,  I  have  been  fearchmg  for 
you  this  half  hour,  and  was  at  laft  told  you  had  come 
into  the  garden :  I  have  a  piece  of  news,  which  I 
dare  fwear  will  (hoclc  and  furprize  you;  my  ^daughter 
has  refufed  Colonel  Oldboy's  fon,  who  is  this  mmutc 
departed  the  houfe  in  violent  refentment  of  her  ill 
treatment. 

Lion,  Is  he  gone.    Sir? 

Sir  John.  Yes,  and  the  family  are  preparmg  to  fol- 
low him.  Oh!  Lionel,  Clariffa  has  deceived  me: 
in  this  affair  fne  has  fuffered  me  to  deceive  myfelf. 
The  meafures  which  I  have  been  fo  long  preparing 
are  broken  in  a  moment— my  hopes  fruftrated  ;  and 
both  parties,  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  rendered  light 
and  ridiculous. 

Lion,  I  am  fony  to  fee  you  fo  much  moved ;  pray 

Sir,  recover  yourfclf. 

Sir  John.  I  am  forry,  Lionel,  (he  has  prohted  no 
better  by  your  leffons  of  philofophy,  than  to  impofe 
upon  and  diHrefs  fo  kind  a  father. 

Lion,  Have  jurter  thoughts  of  her.  Sir;  fhe  has 
not  impofed  on  you,  fhe  is  incapable— have  but  a  little 
patience  and  things  may  yet  be  brought  about. 

Sir  John.  No,  Lionel,  no  ;  the  matter  is  paft,  and 
there's  an  end  of  it ;  yet  1  would  conjedure  to  what 
fuch  an  unexpe^ed  turn  in  her  conduct  can  be  owing  ; 
1  would  fain  be  fatisfied  of  the  motive  that  could  urg« 
her  to  I'o  extraordinary  a  proceedini^,  without  the  lead 
intimation,  the  Iraft  w^irning  to  me,  or  any  ot  her 
friends. 

Lin, 
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Lion,  Perhaps,  Sir,  the  gentleman  may  have  been 
too  imperuous  and  offended  Mifs  Flowerdale's  delicacy 
—certainly  nothing  elfe  could  occafion 

Sir  'John,  Heaven  only  knows ^I  think,   indeed, 

there  can  be  no  fettled  averfion  ;  and  furely  her  affec- 
tions are  not  engaged  elfewhere. 

Lion.  Engag'd,  Sir  I  No,    Sir. 

Sir  John,  I  think  not,   Lionel. 

Lien,  You  may  be  pofitive,  Sir — Pm  fure — • 

Sir  "John.  O  worthy  young  man,  vfhofe  integrity, 
openncTs,  and  every  good  quality  have  rei^dered  dear  to 
me  as  mv  own  child  ;  I  fee  this  affair  troubles  you  as 
much  as  it  does  me. 

Lion.  It  troubles  me  indeed,  Sir. 

Sir  John.  However,  my  particular  difappointment 
ought  not  to  be  detrimental  to  you,  nor  fhali  it :  I  well 
know  how  iikfome  it  is  to  a  generous  mind  to  live  in  a 
Hate  of  dependence,  and  have  long  had  it  in  my  thoughts 
to  make  you  eafy  for  life. 

Lion.   Sir  John,  the  fituation  of  my  mind  at  prefent 

is  a  liaie  dilturb'd — fpare  me 1  befeech  you,   fpare 

me;  why  will  you  perfift  in  a  goodnefs  that  makes  me 
afliam'd  of  myfelf? 

Sir  Johh.  There  is  an  eftate  in  this  county  which  I 
purchaled  fome  years  ago  ;  by  me  it  will  never  be  miffed, 
and  whoever  marries  my  daughter  will  have  little  reafon 
to  complain  of  my  difpofing  of  fuch  a  trifle  for  my  own 
gratification.  On  the  prefent  marriage  I  intended  to 
perfe6l  a  deed  of  gift  in  your  favour,  which  has  been  for 
ibme  time  prepared;  my  lawyer  has  this  day  completed 
it,  and  it  is  yours,  my  dear  Lionel 

Lion,  Sir,  if  you  prefented  a  piftol  with  defign  to 
ihoot  me,  I  would  fubmit  to  it;  but  you  muft  excufe 
me»  I  cannot  lay  myfelf  under  more  obligations. 

Sir  John.  Your  delicacv  carries  you  too  far;  in  this 
I  confer  a  favour  on  myfelf:  however,  we'll  talk  no 
more  on  the  fubje61:  at  prefent,  let  us  walk  towards  the 
houfe,  our  friends  will  depart  elfe  without  my  bidding 
them  adieu, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    XIII. 

Diana,  Clarissa,  and  afterwards  LiONEt. 

bian.  So  theii,  liiy  dear  ClarifTa,  you  really  give 
Credit  to  the  ravings  of  that  French  vi^retch,  with  re- 
gard to  a  plurality  of  worlds? 

Clar,  I  don't  make  it  an  abfolute  article  of  belief, 
but  I  think  it  an  ingenious  conjedlure  With  great  pro- 
bability on  its  fide. 

Dian,  And  we  are  a  moon  to  the  moon !  Nay,'  child, 
I  know  fomething  of  aftronomy,  but  can  I  believe  that 
little  fhlning  thing  there,  which  feems  not  much  larger 
than  a  filver  plate,  contains  great  cities  like  Lon- 
don; and  who  can  tell  but  they  may  have  kings 
there  and  parliaments,  and  plays  and  operas,  and  people 
bf  fa(hion  !  Lord  the  people  of  faOiiorl  in  the  rrioon  mufl 
be  ftrange  creatures. 

Clar,  Methinks  Venus  (bines  very  bright  in  yonder 
corner. 

Dian,  Venus  I  O  pray  let  me  look  at  Venus  ;  I 
fuppofe,  if  there  are  any  inhabitants  there,  they  mull 
be  all  lovers. 

Lion,  Was  ever  fuch  a  wretch — I  caii't  ftay  a  mo- 
ment in  a  place  ;  where  is  my  repofe  ? — fled  with  my 
virtue.  Was  I  then  born  for  falftiood  and  diffimulation  ? 
I  was,  I  was,  and  live  to  be  confcious  of  it ;  to  impofe 
upon  my  Friend;  to  betray  my  benefadtor,  and  lie  to 
hide  my  ingratitude — a  monfter  in  a  moment — No,  I 
may  be  the  moft  unfortunate  of  men,  but  I  will  not  be 
the'moft  odious;  while  my  heart  is  yet  capable  of  dic- 
tating what  is  honeft,  I  will  obey  its  voic?- 


H  SCENE 


50      A  SCHOOL   FOR  FATHERS. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Diana,  Clarissa,  Lionel,  Colonel  Oldboy^ 

Harman. 

Col.  T>y.,  where  are  you?  What  the  mifchief,  is  this 
a  time  to  be  walking  in  the  garden?  The  coach  has 
been  ready  this  half  hour, 

Dian.  1  am  learning  aftronomy,  Sir}  do  youknoW, 
papa,   that  the  moon  i^ainhabiced  ? 

CoL  HufT/,  you  are  half  a  lunatic  yourfelf ;  come 
here,  things  have  gone  juft  as  I  imagin'd  they  wou'd, 
the  girl  has  refus'd  your  brother,  I  knew  he  muil  di("- 
guft  her. 

Dian,  Women  will  want  tafte  now  and  then.  Sir. 

Har.  Well,  I  have  had  a  long  conference  with  your 
father  about  the  elopement,  and  he  continues  firm  in 
his  opinion  that  I  ought  to  attempt  it:  in  fnort,  all 
the  necelTary  operations  are  fettled  bcLwcen  us,  and  I 
am  to  leave  his  houfe  to  morrow  mornino-,  if  1  can  but 
perfuade  the  young  Lady 

Dian.  Ay,  but  I  hope  the  young  Lady  will  have 
more  fenfe. 

Col.  Friend  Lionel,  good  night  to  you;  Mifs  Cla- 
rifia,  my  dear,  tho'  i  am  father  of  the  puppy  who  has 
difplealed  you,  give  me  a  kifs  ;  you  ferv'd  him  right, 
and  1  tha-ik  you  for  it. 

Co\    0  zvhat   a  night  is  here  for  love  ! 
,      Cinthia  brightly  Jhining  above  i 

Among  the  trees^ 

To  thefighing  breeze, 

Fountains  tinkling ; 

Stars  a  twinkling  : 
Dian.  O  what  a  flight  is  here  for  love  ! 

So  may  the  morn  propitious  prove  ! 

Hir* 
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Har.  Jndfo  it  will  If  right  I  guefs]: 
For  fometimes  light ^ 
y^s  luell  as  nighty 
A  lover'' %  hopes  may  blefs* 

A.  2.   Farewell  my  friend^ 
May  gentle  reji 

Calm  each  tumult  in  your  hreafl^ 
Ev^ry  pain  and  fear  remove* 

Lion.    TVhat  have  I  done  ? 
Where  Jhall  I  run^ 

JVith  grief  and  Jhame  at  once  opprefl  ; 
How  my  own  upbraiding  Jhun^ 
Or  meet  my  friend  dijlrefi  ? 

A.  3.  Hark  to  Philomel^  howfivcet^ 
From  yonder  elm. 

Col.  Tweet^  tweet,  ttveet^  tweet* 

A,  ^-  O  what  a  night  is  here  for  love  ! 

But  vainly  Nature Jirives  to  move, 

Nor  nightingales  among  the  treeSj 

Nor  twinkling  Jiars^  norfighing  breeze^ 

Nor  murm' ring Jlr earn s^ 

Nor  Phasue's  beams. 

Can  charm  unlefs  the  heart's  at  eafe* 


End  of  the  Second  Act, 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

A  Room  in  Colonel  Old  boy's  Houfe.  Harm  an 
enters  with  his  Haty  Boots^  and  fFhip,  followed  ^y 
Diana. 

Dian.  Pry'thee,  hear  me. 

Har,  My  dear,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Dian.  I  am  afraid  of  the  ftep  we  are  going  to  take: 
indeed,    I  am  :     'tis  true,  my  father  is  the  contriver  of 
it  J  but,  really,     on  confideration,    I  thini.,     i  (hould 
appear  lefs  culpable   ifhev^as  not  fo  j    I   am  at  Once 
criminal  myfelf  and  rendering  him  ridiculous. 

Har>  Do  you  love  me  ? 

Dian.  Suppofe  I  do,  you  give  me  a  very  ill  proof  of 
your  love  for  me,  when  you  would  take  advantage  of 
my  tendernefs,  to  blind  my  reafon  :  how  can  you  have 
fo  little  regard  for  my  honour  as  to  facrifice  it  to  a  vain 
triumph  ?  For,  it  is  in  that  light  I  fee  the  rafh  adlion 
you  are  forcing  me  to  commit  j  nay,  methinks  my  con- 
fenting  to  it  fhould  injure  me  in  your  own  efteem; 
When  a  woman  forgets  what  fhe  ov/es  herfelf,  a 'lover 
fhould  fet  little  value  upon  any  thing  (he  gives  to  him. 

Har.  Can  you  fuppofe  then,  can  you  imagine,  that 
my  pafTion  will  ever  make  me  forget  the  veneration: 
And,  an  elopement  is  nothing,  when  it  is  on  the  road 
to  matrimony. 

Dian.  At  beft,  I  {hall  incur  the  cenfure  of  difobe- 
dience,  and  indifcretion  ;  and,  is  it  nothing  to  a  young 
wonnn,  what  the  world  fays  of  her?  Ah  I  my  good 
friend,  be  aflurcd,  fuch  a  difregard  of  the  world  is  the 
iirft  ftep  towards  deferving  its  reproaches. 

Har,  Eut,  the  neceffity  we  are  under — Mankind  has 
too  much  good  fence,   too  much  good  nature — 

Dian.  Every  one  has  good  kn^Q  enough  to  fee  other 
people's  faults,  and  good  nature  enough   to  overlook 

their 
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Aeir  own.  '  Befides,  the  moft  ftcred  thmp  may  be 
ScTiw  ufeof;   and,  even  marmge  ufelf,  .fm-  • 

Hi^Come"'gtt°-relf  ready:    where  is  your 
t::i  anV'^s  rS'hat^oJes  round.  I  will  ftep 

""K  Searkarman,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  deaft. 
Har    Dear  Diana,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  go  on. 
vtn.  I  fcall  never  have  refolut.on  to  carry  me 

^^%ar.  We  fliall  have  four-horfes,  my  dear,  and  they 

Dian,  In  {hort-I Cannot  go  with  you. 

Har:  But  before  me--Imothe  garden-Wont  you  ? 

Dian.  How  can  you,  inhuman!  perfifl  to  dijlrefs  me  y 
^  My  danger,  my  fears,  'tis  tn  vain  to  dtjgmje: 

Tcu  know  them,  yetJitU  to  defiruElionyou  prefs  me,  ^ 
And  force  that  from  pajjion  which  prudence  denies. 

Ifain  would  oppofe  a  perverfe  inclination. 
The  vifions  of  fancy,  from  reafon  divide  ; 

With  fortitude  baffle  the  wiles  of  temptation. 
And  let  love  no  longer  make  folly  Us  guide. 
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SCENE    II. 

Colonel  Glut.oy  ^  Harm  an. 

Col.  Hey-dey  !  what's  thr.  meaning  of  this  ?  Who  is 
it  went  out  of  the  room  tijere  ?  r  :ive  you  and  my 
daughter  been  in  conference,  Mr.  Harman  ? 

Har.  Yes,  faith.  Sir,  fhe  has  been  taking  me  to  tafk 
here,  verv  fcvereiy,  with  regard  to  this  affair  j  and  fhe 
h?.s  faid  {o  much  againfl:  it,  and  put  it  into  fuch  a 
flrange  light • 


Col.  A  b'iiy,  impertinent  baggage;  egad,  I  wi(h  I 
hadcatched  her  meddling,  and  after  I  ordered  her  not : 
but  you  have  fent  to  the  girl,  and  you  fay  flie  is  ready 
to  go  with  vou  ;  you  mufi:  not  difappoint  her  now. 

Uar.  No,  no.  Colonel ;  I  always  have  politenefs 
enough  to  hear  a  lady's  reaPjns  j  but  conftancy  enough 
to  keep  a  will  of  my  own. 

^  Col.  Very  w'ell  now  let  me  afk  yon,— — don't  you 
think  it  would  be  proper,  upon  this  occafion,  to  have  a 
letter  ready  writ  for  the  father,  to  let  him  know  who 
has  got  his  daughter,  and  fo  forth  ?        • 

Har.   Certainly,   Sir;  and  I'll  write  it  direclly. 

Col.  You  write  it !  you  be  damn'd  !  I  wo'nt  truft 
3'ou  with  it ;  I  tell  you,  Harman,  you'll  commit  fome 
curfed  blunder,  if  vou  don't  leave  the  manao-emcnt  of 
this  whole  afiair  to  me :  I  have  writ  the  letter  for  you 
my;  elf. 

Uar.  Have  you,   Sir? 

CcL  Av — here,  read  it;  I  think  its  the  thing:  how- 
ever, you  are  welcome  to  make  any  alieraiion. 

Har.  '*  Sir,  I  have  loved  your  daughter  a  great 
while,  fecretly ;  fhe  afTures  me  there  is  no  hopes  of 
your  confenting  to  our  miirriage  ;  I  therefore,  take  her 
without  it.  I  am  a  gentleman  who  will  ufe  her  well  ; 
and,  when  you  confidcr  the  mattjr,  I  dare  fwear  you 
will  be  willing  to  give  h.r  a  fortune.  If  not,  you  fliall 
find  1  dare  behave  myfelf  like  a  man  :  a  word  to  the  wife. 
You  muft  expcdl  to  hear  from  me  in  another  I^ile.'* 

CqL 
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Col  Well,  will  it  do  ? 

Har.  Bravo  Colonel. 

Col.  As  (bon  as  you  have  got  ofFwith  t.\\e  girl,  thcri 
fend  your  jTervant  back  to  leave  it  at  the  houfe,  with, 
orders  to  have  it  delivered  to  the  old  genileman. 

Har,  Upon  my  honour,  I  vi^ill, 

CoL  And  now  Sir,  look  into  the  court  yonder; 
there's  a  chaife  Sir,  and  four  of  the  prettieil  bay  geldings 
in  England  for  you  Sir,  with  two  boys  in  fcarlet  and 
filver  jackets  that  will  whi(k  you  along — — 

Har,  Boys  !  Colonel  ?  Little  Cupids,  to  tranfpprt 
me  to  the  fummit  of  my  defires. 

Col.  Ay,  but  for  all  that,  it  mayn't  be  amifs  for  me 

to  talk  to  them  a  little  for  you — Dick,  come  hither 

you  are  to  go  with  this  gentleman,  and  do  whatever  he 
bids  you;  and  take  into  the  chaife  whoever  hepleafes; 
and  drive  like  devils,  do  you  hear ;  but,  be  kind  to  the 
dumb  beafts. 

Har,  Leave  that  to  me,  Sir — And  fo,  my  dear  Co- 
lonic!, hon  voyage  / 
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SCENE     III. 

Colonel  Oldboy,  Lady  Mary,  and  i/jen  J EtmY. 

Lady  A4.  Mr.  Oldboy,  here  is  a  note  from  Sir  Joha 
Flowerdalc ;  it  is  addrefs'd  to  me,  ir^treating  my  fon  to 
come  over  there  a^^-ain  this  morning:.     A  maid  brought 

o  o  o 

it ;  fhe  is  in  the  anti-chamber — We  had  better  fpeakto 
her— -Child,  child,  why  d'^n't  you  come  in? 

Jen.  1  chufe  to  ftay  where  I  am,  if  your  Ladyfliip 
pleafes. 

Lady  M.  Stay  where  you  arc  !  why  fo  1 

Jen.  I  am  afraid  ol  the  old  gentlemun  there. 

Col.  Afraid  of  me,  huffy  ? 

Liidy  JIL  Pray,  Colonel,  have  patience  —  Afraid  f 
Here  is  fomething  at  the  bottom  of  this — Whiu  did  you 
mean  by  that  expreflion,  child  ? 

jfen.  Why  the  Colonel  knows  very  well,  Madam, 
he  wanted  to  be  rude  with  me  yefterday. 

Lady  M.   Oh  Mr.  Oldboy  ! 

X^ol.  Lady  Mary  don't  provoke  me,  but  let  me  talk 
to  the  girl  about  her  bufinefs.  Hov/  come  you  to  bring 
this  noce  here  ? 

Jenny.  Why  Sir  John  gave  it  to  me,  to  deliver  to 
my  uncle  Jenkins,  and  I  took  it  down  to  his  houfe ;  but 
while  we  were  talking  together,  he  remembered  that 
he  had  fome  bufinefs  with  bir  John,  To  he  defired  me  to 
bring  it,  becaufe  he  faid  it  was  not  proper  to  be  fent  by 
any  of  the  common  fervants. 

Lacl^  M.  Colonel,  look  in  my  face,  and  help  blufh- 
ing  if  you  can. 

Coi  What  the  plague's  the  matter,  my  lady  ?  I  have 
not  been  wronging  you  now,  as  you  call  it. 

Jen.  Indeed,  my  Lady,  he  offered  to  make  me  his  kept 
madam  :  1  am  fure  his  ufige  of  me  put  me  into  fuch  a 
twit:cr,  that  I  did  not  know  what  I  was  doing  all  the 
day  after. 

Lady  AL  I  don't  doubt  if,  though  I  fo  lately  forgave 
him;  but  as  the  poet  lays,  his  fex  is  ail  deceit.  Read 
?an»ela>  child,  and  refift  temptation. 

Jen. 
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Jen.  Yes,  Madam,  I  will. 

Col,  Why  I  tell  you,  my  Lady,  It  was  all  a  joke. 

Jen,  No,  Sir,  it  was  no  joke,  you  made  me  a  proffer 
of  money,  fo  you  did,  whereby  1  told  you,  you  had  a 
Lady  of  your  own,  and  that  though  (he  was  old  you  had 
no  right  to  defpife  her. 

Lady  M»  And  how  dare  you,  mlftrefs,  make  ufe  of 
tny  name  ?  Is  it  for  fuch  trollops  as  you  to  talk  of  per- 
fons  of  diftindtion  behind  their  backs  ? 

Jen,  Why,   Madam,  I  only  faid  you  was  in  years. 

Lady  M,  Sir  John  Flowerdale  fliall  be  inform'dof 
your  impertinence,  and  you  {hall  be  turn'd  out  of  the 
family;  I  fee  you  are  a  confident  creature,  and  I  bditve 
no  better  than  you  fhould  be, 

Jen.  1  fcorn  your  words.  Madam, 

L^dy  M.  Get  out  of  the  room  ;  hov7  dare  you  flay 
in  this  room  to  talk  impudently  to  me  ? 

Jen.  Vefy  well.  Madam,  1  (hall  Vx  my  Lady  know 
how  you  have  us'd  me  \  but  I  flian'r  be  turn'd  out  of 
my  place.  Madam,  nor  at  a  lofs,  if  I  am  ^  and  if  you 
src^ angry  v/ith  every  one  that  v/on'c  fi^y  you  are  youn  r, 
1  believe  there  is  very  few  you  will  keep  friends  wiih, 

I  wonder .^  Fm/ure^  why  this  fiifs  Jhould  be  made  \ 
For  my  part  Pm  neither  ajham'd  nor  afraid 
Of  what  I  have  done^  nor  of  what  1  have  faid, 

A  fervant^  I  hope^    is  no  j lave  ^ 

And  tho\  to  their  JhameSy 

Some  Ladies  call  names  ^ 

I  know  better  how  to  behave? 

Times  are  not  fo  had^ 

If  occafion  I  had^ 

Nor  my  charaderfuch  I  necdjlarvc  onU : 

And  for  going  away^ 

J  dont  want  to  fay  ^ 

A^dfo  Vm  your  LadyP.>ip'*s  fervont. 
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SCENE        IV. 

Colonel  Oldboy,  Lady  Mary,  Mr.  Jess  am  yJ 

Mr.  Je[f,    What  Is  the  matter  here  ? 

Lady  M.  I  will  have  a  feparate  maintenance,  I  will 
indeed.  Only  a  new  inftance  of  your  father's  infidelity, 
my  dear.  Then  with  fuch  low  wretches,  farmer's 
daughters  and  fervant  wenches  :  but  any  thing  with  a 
cap  on,  'tis  all  the  fame  to  him. 

Mr.  JeJ'.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  am  forry  to  tell 
you,  that  thofe  praiiices  very  ill  fuit  the  character 
which  you  ought  to  endeavour  to  fupport  in  the  world- 

Lady  M-  Is  this  a  recompcnce  for  my  love  and  re- 
gard ;  I,  who  have  been  tender  and  faithful  as  a  turtle 
(dove  ? 

Mr.  Jejf.  A  man  of  your  birth  and  diftin£lion  fhould, 
methinks,  have  views  of  a  higher  nature,  than  fuch  loWj, 
fuch  vulgar  libertinifm. 

Lady  M.  Confidcr  my  birth  and  family  too.  Lady 
Mary  JefTamy  might  have  had  the  beft  matches  in 
J£ngland. 

Mr.  Jeff.  Then,  Sir,  your  grey  hairs. 

Lady  M,  I,  that  have  brought  you  fo  many  lovely 
fweet  babes. 

Mr.  Jeff,  Nay,  Sir,  it  is  a  reflection  on  me# 

Lady  M.  The  heinous  fm  too  ! 

Air.  Jeff.  Indeed,  Sir,  1  bluih  for  you. 

Col.  'Sdeath  and  fire,  you  little  efl^eminate  puppy,  do 
you  know  who  you  talk  to? — And  you.  Madam,  do 
you  know  who  1  am  ? — Get  up  to  your  chamber,  or 
zounds  I'll  make  fuch  a 

La^y  M,  Ah  !  my  dear,  come  away  from  him. 
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SCENE     V. 

Colonel  Oldboy,  Mr.  Jessamy,  a  Servant. 

0)L  Am  I  to  be   tutorM  and  call'd   to  an  account ! 
How  now,  you  fcoundrel,  V/hat  do  you  want  ? 
Serv,  A  letter,  Sir. 
CoL  A  letter,  from  whom,  firrah  ? 
Sirv.  The  gentleman's  fervant,  an't  pleafe  your  ho-- 
Hour,  that  left  this  juft  now   in  the  poft-chaife — the 
gentleman  my  young  lady  went  away  with. 

CoL  Ydur  young  lady,  firrah — -Your  young,  lady 
went  away  with  no  gentleman,  you  dog — What  geu- 
tleman  !  What  young  lady,  firrah  ! 

Mr,  Jejf.  There  is  fome  myftery  in  this — With 
your  leave,  Sir,  I'll  open  the  letter  ;  1  believe  it  con- 
tains no  fecrets. 

CoL  What  are  you  going  to  do,  you  jackanapes  ? 
you  fhan't  open  a  letter  of  mine — Dy — Diana — Some- 
body call  my  daughter  to  me  there—*'  To  John 
*'  Oldboy,  Efq. — Sirj  I  have  lov'd  your  daughter  a  great 

*^  while  fecretly— Confenting  to  our  marriage »'* 

Mr.  Jej:  So  fo. 

Col,  You  villain — yoii  dogj  what  is  it  you  have 
brought  me  here? 

Serv.  Pleafe  your  honour,  U  you'll  have  patience^ 
1*11  tell  your  honour-  — As  I  told  your  honour  before, 
the  gentleman's  (ervant  that  went  off  juft  now  in  the 
poft-chaife,  came  to  the  g^tc,  and  left  it  after  hid  ma- 
fter  was  gone.  I  faw  my  young  lady  go  into  the  chaife 
with  the  gentleman. 

M.  ye[f,  A  very  fine  joke  indeed  ;  prav.  Colonel^ 
do  you  generally  write  letters  to  yourfelff  Why  this  is 
your  own  hand. 

Coi.  Call  all  the  fervants  in  the  houfe,  let  horfe$  be 

faddled  directly every  one  take  a  different  road. 

Sirv.  Why,  your  honour,  Dick  faiJ  it  was  by  your 
own  orders. 

Col.  My  orders  !  you  rafcal  ?  I  thought  he  was  go- 
ing to  run  away  with  another  gentleman's  dau^jlitei--- 
Dy Diana  Oldboy. 
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Mr,  JeJJ]  Don't  wafte  your  lungs  to  no  purpofe. 
Sir;  your  daughter  is  half  a  dozen  miles  off  by  this 
time. 

CoL  Sirrah,  you  have  been  brib'd  to  further  the 
fcheme  of  a  pick- pocket  here. 

Mr,  yeJJ,  Befides,  the  matter  is  intirely  of  your  own 
contriving,  as  well  as  the  letter  and  fpirit  of  this  ele- 
gant epiftle. 

Col.  You  are  a  coxcomb,  and  I'll  difinherit  you  ;  the 
letter  is  none  of  my  writing,  it  was  writ  by  the  devil, 
and  the  devil  contrived  it,  Diana,  Margaret,  my  Lady 
Mary,  William,  John" 

Mr,  Jejf.  I  am  very  glad  of  this,  prodlgioufly  glad 
of  it,  upon  my  honour — he  !  he  I  he  I — it  will  be  a  jeft 
this  hundred  years^  (bells  ring  violently^  on  both  fides,) 
What's  the  matter  now  ?  O  !  her  Ladyfhip  has  heard 
of  it,*  and  is  at  her  bell  ;  and  the  Colonel  anfwers  her, 
A  pretty  duet;  but  a  little  too  much  upon  the  forte 
methinks  :  it  would  be  a  diverting  thing  now,  to  ftand 
unfeen  at  the  old  gentleman's  elbow. 

jF///?,  /oft ;  let's  hear  how  matters  goi 

ril  creep  and  I'lften ; -—/o^  foifo^ 

They'' re  all  together  by  the  ears; — 

Oh,  horrid!  howthefavagefwears» 

There  too  again  ;  ay,  you  may  ri?2g  ; 

Sound  out  ih'  alarm-bell — ding,  dingy  ^;«^— • 

Difpatch  your /l  out s^  'tis  all  in  vain^ 

Stray  maids  are  feldom  found  again. 

But  hark,  the  uproar  hither  founds ; 
The  Colonel  comes  with  all  his  hounds  > 
/'//  wifely  leave  them  open  way. 
To  hunt  with  ivhatfuccefs  they  may* 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VL 

Colonel  Oldroy  re-enters^  with  one  Boot^  a  Great-- 
Coat  on  his  Arm,  ^c  followed  by  fever al  Servants. 

She's  gone,  by  the  Lordj  fairly  ftole  away,  with 
that  poaching,  coney-catching  rafcal !  However,  I 
won't  follow  her;  no,  damme;  take  my  whip,  and 
my  cap,  and  my  coat,  and  order  the  groom  to  unfad- 
dle  the  horfes ;  I  won't  follow  her  the  length  of  a  fpur- 
leather.  Come  here,  you  Sir,  and  pull  off  my  boot; 
(whi/iks)  fhe  has  made  a  fool  of  me  once,  (he  fhan't 
do  it  a  fecond  time  ;  not  but  111  be  reveng'd  too,  for  Til 
never  give  her  fixpence  ;  thedifappointment  will  put  the 
fcoundreloutof  temper,  and  he'll  thralhher  a  dozen 
times  a  day  ;  the  thought  pleafes  me,  I  hope  he'll  do  it. 

What  do  you  ftand  gaping  and  ftaring  at,  y^'« 
impudent  do^s  ?  are  you  laughing  at  mc  ?  I'U  teach  y 


'OU 

impudent  dogs  r  are  you  lausmus  ^»-  "*»-  •  *  •*  ^^""'"  y^^ 
to  be  merry  at  my  expence, 


J  rafcaly  a  hupy  ;  zounds !  Jhe  that  I  counted 
In  temper  fo  mild,  fo  unpra^is'd  in  evil: 
Ifet  her  a  horfe-back,  and  no  fooner  mounted^ 
*Than,  cracky  whip  and f pur,  Jhe  rides  poji  to  the  dsviU 
But  there  let  her  run^ 
Be  ruined,  undone; 
If  I  go  to  catch  her. 
Or  back  again  fetch  her, 
I'm  worfe  than  the  f on  of  a  gun: 

A  mifchief  pojjejs  d  me  to  marry  \ 
And  further  my  folly  to  carry, 
^0  beflill  more  a  fot. 
Sons  and  daughters  I  got. 
And  pretty  ones,,  by  the  Lord  Harry. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VII. 

Changes  to  Clarissa's  DreJJlng'roQ?n ;  Clarissa 
enters  melancholy^  with  a  Book  in  her  Hand^  followed 
by  Jenny. 

Clar.  Where  have  you  been  Jenny  ?  I  was  enquir- 
ing for  you— why  will  you  go  out  without  letting  me 
know? 

Jen.  Dear  Ma'am,  never  any  thing  happen'd  fo  un- 
lucky ;  I  am  forry  you  wanted  me — But  1  was  fent  ta 
Colonel  Oldboy's  with  a  letter  ;  where  1  have  been  fo 
ufed — Lord  have  mercy  upon  me— quality  indeed — I 
fay  quality— pray.  Madam,  do  you  think  that  I  looks 
any  ways  like  an  immodeftparfon— tobe  fure  I  have  a 
gay  air,  and  1  can't  help  it,   and  I  loves  to  appear  a 
Jittle  gentcelifh,  that's  what  I  do. 
Clar,  Jenny,  take  away  this  book. 
Jen,  Heaven  preferve  me.  Madam,  you  are  crying* 
Clar,  O  my  dear  Jenny  ! 
Jen,  My  dear  miftrefs,  what's  the  matter  t 
Clar,  I  am  undone. 
Jen,  No,  Madam;  no.  Lord  forbid ! 
Clar,  I  am  indeed — 1  have  been  rafh  enough  to  dif-* 
cover  my  weaknefs  for  a  man,  who  treats  me  with  con-^ 
tempt. 

Jen.  Is  Mr.  Lionel  ungrateful,  then  ? 
Clar,  I  have  loft  his  elteem  for  ever,  Jenny,  Since 
laft  night,    that  I  fatally  confefs'd   what  1  fhould  have 
kept  a  fccret  from  all  the  world,  he  has  fcarce  conde- 
fcended  to  caft  a  look  at  me,  nor  given  me  an  anfwer 
when  I  fpoke  to  him,  but  with  coldnefs  and  referve. 
Jen,  Then  he  is  a  nafty,  barbarous,  unhuman  brute* 
Clar,  Hold,  Jenny,  hold  ;  it  is  all  my  fault. 
Jen.  Your  fault,  Madam  !  I  wifh  1  was  to  hear  fuch 
a  word  come  out  of  his  mouth  :  if  he  was  a  minilter  to- 
morrow, and  to  fay  fuch  a  thing  from  his  pulpit,  and  \ 
by,  I'd  tell  him  it  was  fallc  upon  the  fpot. 

Clar^ 
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Clar,  Somebody's  at  the  door  ;  fee  who  it  is. 
Jen.  You  in  Fault  indeed— that  I  know  to  be  the 
^oft  virtuoufeft,  nicefr,  moft  delicateft 

Ciar.  How  now?  ^^     .  .       ,   t- 

Jen.  Madam,  it's  a  meflage  from  Mr.  Lionel.  Ir  you 
are  alone,  and  at  leifure,  he  would  be  glad  to  wait  upon 
you :  ril  tell  him.  Madam,  that  you're  bufy. 

Clar.  Where  is  he,  Jenny  ? 

Jen.  In  the  fludy,  the  man  fays, 

Chr.  Then  go  to  him,  and  tell  him  I  fliould  be  glad 
to  fee  him  :  but  do  not  bring  him  up  immediately,  be- 
caufe  I  will  ftand  in  the  balcony  a  few  minutes  for  a 

little  air. 

Jen.  Do  fo,  dear  Madam,  for  your  eyes  are  as  red  as 
ferrets;  you  are  ready  to  faint  too;  mercy  on  us,  for 
V^hat  do  you  grieve  and  vex  yourfelf— if  I  was  as  you— 

Clar.  Oh! 

IFhy  wlthftghs  my  heart  isfwelUng^ 
""  Why  with  tears  my  eyes  o'erjiowy 

JJk  me  not ;  'tis  paji  the  telling-, 
Mute-i  involuntary  woe- 

Who  to  winds  and  waves  ajlranger, 
Venfrous  tempts  the  inconjlant  feas^ 
In  each  billow  fancies  danger^ 
§brinks  at  every  rifing  breeze. 
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SCENE    vin. 

Sir  John  Flowerdale,  Jenkins. 

Sir  Jo,  So  ihen,  themyftery  ib  clfcovered  : — but  is  it 
poiTiblethat  my  daughter's  rcfufa-  .'f  Colonel  Oldboy's 
fon  faouid  proceed  f'-^rri  a  clandciline  engagement,  and 
that  engagement  with  Lionel  ? 

Jenk,  My  niece.  Sir,  is  in  her  young  Lady's  fecrets, 
and  Lord  knows  fhe  had  little  defign  to  tecray  them  ; 
but  having  remarked  fomeodd  exprcllion  ■  ofher's  yefter- 
dav,  when  fhe  came  down  to  me  this  morning  with  the 
letter,  I  queflioned  her,  a'-d,  \r  jdaort,  drew  the  whole 
affair  out ;  upon  which  I  feigned  a  recolledlion  of  fome 
bufmefs  wich  you,  and  defired  her  to  carry  the  letter 
to  Colonel  Oldbov's  herfelf,  whi'e  I  came  up  hither. 

Sir  Jg.  And  they  are  muruilly  promifed  to  each 
other,  and  that  promife  was  exctianged  yefterday  ? 

jfenk.  Yes,  Sir,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  tell  you;  elfel 
would  rather  die  than  be  the  means  of  wounding  the 
heart  of  my  dear  young  lady  ;  for  if  there  is  one  upon 
earth  of  truly  noble  and  delicate  fentiments— 

Sir  Jo»  1  thought  fo  once,  Jenkins. 

Sir  Jo.  And  think  fo  ftill  :  O  good  Sir  John,  now 
is  the  time  for  you  to  exer*.  that  character  of  worth  and 
gentlenefs  which  the  world  fo  defervcdly  has  given  you. 
You  have  indeed  caufe  to  be  offended  ;  but  confider. 
Sir,  your  daughter  is  young,  beautiful,  and  amiable; 
the  poor  youth  unexperienced,  ftnlible,  and  at  a  time 
of  life  when  fuch  temptations  are  hard  to  be  refifled  : 
their  opportunities  were  many,  their  caft  of  thinking 
the  fame. 

Sir  Jo.  Jenkins,  I  can  allow  for  all  thefe  things ; 
but  the  young  hypocrites — There's  the  thing,  Jenkins; 
their  hypocrify,  their  nypocrify  wornds  me. 

Jen.  Call  it  by  a  gentler  name,  Sir;  modefly  on  her 
part,  apprehenfion  en  his. 

Sir  Jo.  Then  what  opportunitv  have  they  had  ?  They 
ppver  v\ere  together  but  when  my  filler  or  myfelf  made 
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'one  of  the  company ;    befides,  I  had  (o  Erm  a  reliance 
on  Lionel's  honour  and  g^ratitude 

y^«i.  Sir,  I  can  never  think  that  Nature  ftamp*d  that 
gracious  countenance  of  his,   to  mafk  a  corrupt  heart. 

Sir  Jv,  How  I  at  the  very  time  that  he  was  confci- 
ous  of  being  himfelf  the  caufe  of  it,  did  he  not  (hew 
more  concern  at  this  affair  than  I  did  ?  Nay,  don't  I  tel! 
you  that  laft  night,  of  his  own  accord,  he  offered  to  be 
a  mediator  in  the  affair,  and  defired  my  leave  to  fpealc 
to  my  daughter  ?  I  thought  myfelf  obliged  to  him,  con- 
fented  ;  and,  in  confequence  of  his  affurance  of  fucqefs^ 
wrote  that  letter  to  Colonel  Oldboy,  to  defire  the  fa- 
mily would  come  here  again  to  day, 

Jenk,  Sir,  as  we  were  fianding  in  the  next  room,  I 
lieard  a  meffage  delivered  from  Mr.  Lionel,  defiring 
leave  to  wait  upon  your  daughter  ;  I  dare  fwear  they 
will  be  here  prefently ;  fuppofe  we  were  to  ffep  into 
ihat  clofet,  and  overhear  their  converfation  ? 

Sir  jo*  What,  Jenkins,  after  having  lived  fo  many 
years  in  confidence  with  my  child,  Ihall  I  become  an 
eves -dropper  to  dete<Sl  her  ? 

yenk.  It  is  neceffary  at  prefent,— Come  in,  my  dear 
mafter,  let  us  only  confider  that  we  were  once  young 
like  them  ;  fubje(St  to  the  fame  paflions,  the  fame  in- 
"tdifcretions ;  and  it  is  the  duty  of  every  man  to  pardon 
errors  in-ddent  to  his  kin.d„ 
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S  C  E  N  E    IX. 

Clarissa,  Lionel. 

Clar,  Sir,  you  defired  to  fpeak  to  me  ;  I  need  not  tell 
you  the  prefent  fituation  of  my  heart ;  it  is  full.  What- 
ever you  have  to  fay,  1  beg  you  will  explain  yourfelf : 
and,  if  pofTible,  rid  me  of  the  anxiety  under  which  1 
have  laboured  for  fome  hours. 

.  Lion.  Madam,  your  anxiety  cannot  be  greater  than 
mine;  I  come,  indeed,  to  fpeak  to  you  ;  and  yet,  I 
know  not  how,  I  come  to  advife  you,  fliall  I  fay  as  a 
friend  ?  yes,  as  a  friend  to  your  glory,  your  felicity  ; 
dearer  to  me  than  my  life. 

Clar,  Go  on.  Sir. 

Lion.  Sir  John  Flowerdale,  Madam,  is  fuch  a  father 
as  few  are  blefl'ed  with  ;  his  care,  his  prudence  has  pro- 
vided for  you  a  match. — Your  refufal  renders  him  in- 
confolable.  Liften  to  no  fuggeftions  that  would  pervert 
vou  from  your  duiy^  but  make  the  worthiefl  of  men 
happy  by  fubmitting  to  his  will. 

Cla7\  How,  Sir,  after  what  pafled  between  us  yefler- 
day  evening,  can  you  advife  me  to  marry  Mr.  JefTamy  ^ 

Lion.  I  would  advife  you  to  marry  any  one,  Madam, 
jather  than  a  villain. 

Clar.  A  villain.  Sir ! 

Lion.  I  fliould  be  the  word  of  villains,  A'ladam,  was 
I  to  talk  to  you  in  any  other  ftrain  :  Nay,  am  1  not  a 
villain,  at  once  treacherous  and  ungrateful  ?  Received 
into  this  houfe  as  an  afvlum  ;  what  have  1  done  !  Be- 
trayed  the  contidence  of  a  friend  that  trufled  me  ;  en- 
deavoured to  facrifice  his  peace,  and  the  honour  of  his 
family,  to  my  own  unwarrantable  defires. 

C/ar.  Say  no  more,  Sir ;  fay  no  more  ;  I  fee  my  er- 
ror too  late  j  1  have  parted  from  the  rules  prefcribed  to 
my  fcx ;  I  have  miftaken  indecorum  for  a  laudable  fm- 
ccrity  ;  and  it  is  jufl  I  fliould  n.cct  with  the  treatment 
my  imprudence  deierve?. 

L:j?i.  'Tis  1,  and  only  I,  am  to  blame  ;  while  I  took 
advantage  of  the  father's  fecuriiy,  I  pradtifcd  upon  the 

tendernels 
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tcndernefs  and  ingenuity  of  the  daughter;  my  own 
imagination  gone  aftray,  I  artfully  laboured  to  lead 
yours  after  it:  but  here,  Madam,  I  give  you  backthofe 
vows  which  I  infidioufly  extorted  from  you  ;  keep  them 
for  fome  happier  man,  who  may  receive  them  without 
wounding  his  honour,  or  his  peace, 

Clar.  For  Heaven's  fake  ! 

Lion,  Why  do  you  weep  ? 

Clar,  Don't  fpeak  to  me. 

Lion.  Oh!  my  ClarifTa,  my  heart  is  broke ;  lam 
hateful  to  myfelf  for  loving  you  ;  yet,  before  I  leave 
you  for  ever,  I  will  once  more  touch  that  lovely  hand- 
indulge  my  fondnefs  with  a  lafl  look pray  for  your 

health  and  profperity. 

Clar,  Can  you  forfake  me  ?    Have  I  then  given  my 

affedtions  to  a  man  who  rejeds  and  difregards  them  ? • 

Let  me  throw  myfelf  at  my  father's  feet  j  he  is  generous 
nd  compaflionate  : — He  knows  your  yyouh 

Lisn,  Farewelj  farewel  \ 
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SCENE      X. 

CiARissA,  Jenny,  then  Sir  Johs  Flowerd ale  an4 
]E'NKif^s^  and  afie^ivards  Lionel* 

Jen,  O  Madam  !  I  have  betray'd  you.  I  have  gone 
and  faid  fomething  1  (hould  not  have  faid  to  my  uncle 
Jenkins ;  and,  as  fure  as  day,  he  has  gone  and  told  it 
all  to  Sir  John. 

Clar.   My  father! 

Sir  John.  Go,  Jenkins,  and  defire  that  young  gentle- 
man to  come  back — ftay  where  you  are — But  what 
have  I  done  to  you,  my  child  ?  How  have  I  deferv'd 
that  you  fhouid  treat  me  like  an  enemy  i*  Has  there 
been  any  undefigned  rigour  in  my  condudl,  or  terror 
in  my  looks  ? 

Ciar,  Oh  Sir  ! 

jfenk.  Here  is  Mr.  Lionel. 

Sir  Jo,  Come  in — When  I  tell  you  that  I  am  in- 
Urudted  in  all  your  proceedings,  and  that  I  have  been  ear- 
witnefs  to  your  converfation  in  this  place  ;  you  will, 
perhaps,  imagine  what  my  thoughts  are  of  you,  and 
the  meafures  which  juftice  prefer ibes  me  to  follow. 

Lion,  Sir,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  in  my  own  de- 
fence ;  I  ftand  before  you,  felf-convi^^ed,  felf-con- 
demn'd,  and  (hall  fubmit  v/ithout  murmuring  to  the 
fentence  of  my  judge. 

Siryohn.  As  for  you,  Clarifla,  fince  your  earliefi: 
infancy,  you  have  known  no  parent  but  me  ;  I  have 
been  to  you,  at  once,  both  father  and  mother;  and, 
that  I  might  the  better  fulfill  thofe  united  duties,  tho' 
left  a  widower  in  the  prime  of  my  days,  1  would  never 
enter  into  a  fecond  marriage — 1  loved  you  for  your 
likenefs  to  your  dear  mother;  but  that  mother  never 
deceiv'd  me — and  there  the  likenefs  faih — you  have 
repaid  my  afFeftion  with  diilimulation — ClarilTa,  yoii 
ihould  have  trufted  me.  ... 

Jenny.  O  my  dear,  fweet  Lady. 

Sir  Jo.  As  for  you,  Mr.  Lionel,  what  terms  can  I 
find  flrong  enough  to  paint  the  excefs  of  my  friendfhip  I 
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—I  loved,  I  efteemed,  I  honoured  your  father  :  he  was 
a  brave,  a  generous,  and  a  fmcere  man  ;  I  thought  you 
inherited  his  good  qualities — you  were  left  an  orphan, 
1  adopted  you,  put  you  upon  the  footing  of  my  own 
fon  ;  educated  you  like  a  gentleman  ;  and  defign'd  you 
for  a  profeflion,  to  which,  I  thought,  your  virtues 
would  have  been  an  ornament, 

Jenny.  Dear  me,  dear  me. 

Jenk.  Hold  your  tongue, 

Sir  Jo,  What  return  you  have  made  me,  you  feem 
to  be  acquainted  with  yourfelf ;  and,  therefore,  I  fliall 
not  repeat  it — Yet,  remember,  as  an  aggravation  of 
your  guilt,  that  the  laft  mark  of  my  bounty  was  con- 
ferr'd  upon  you  in  the  very  inftant,  when  you  were 
undermining  my  defigns.  Now,  Sir,  I  have  but  one 
thing  more  to  fay  to  you — Take  my  daughter  3  was  fhc 
worth  million,  fhe  is  at  yourfervice. 

Lion,  To  me  Sir  !— your  daughter  I— do  you  give  her 
to  me?  Without  fortune — without  friends — without— 

Sir  Jo.  You  have  them  all  in  your  heart;  him 
whom  virtue  raifes,  fortune  cannot  abafe. 

Clar,  O,  Sir,  let  me  on  my  knees  kifs  that  dear 
hand — acknowledge  my  error,  and  intreat  forgivenefs 
and  bleffing. 

Sir  Jo,  You  have  not  erred,  my  dear  daughter;  yoii 
have  diftinguifti'd.  It  is  I  fliould  afk  pardon,  for  this 
little  trial  of  you  ;  for  I  am  happier  in  the  fon-in-law 
you  have  given  me,  than  if  you  had  married  a  princcr. 

Lion.  My  patron — my  friend— my  father-— I  would 
fain  fay  fomething;  but,  as  your  goodnefs  exceeds  all 
bounds 

Sir  Jo.  I  think  I  hear  a  coach  drive  into  the  court; 
it  is  Colonel  Oldboy's  frnily  ;  I  will  go  and  receive 
them.  Don't  make  yourfelves  uneafy  at  this;  wc  muft 
endeavour  to  pacify  them  as  well  as  we  can.  My  dear 
Lionel,  if  I  have  made  you  happy,  you  have  made  me 
\o  ;  Heaven  blefs  you,  my  children,  and  make  you  de- 
serving of  one  another, 

SCENE 
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SCENE      XI. 

Clarissa,    Lionel,  Jenny. 

yeiu  O  dear,  Madam,  upon  my  knees,  I  humbly 
l)eg  your  pardon  :  dear  Mr.  Lionel,  forgive  me:  I  did 
not  dcfign  to  dilcover  it,  indeed  :  and  you  won't  turn 
me   off.  Madam,  will  you  ?  I'll  ferve  you  for  nothing. 

Clar.  Get  up,  my  good  Jenny  ;  I  freely  forgive  you 
if  there  is  any  thing  to  be  forgiven.  I  knov/  you  love 
me;  and,  I  am  fure  here  is  one  who  v^ill  join  with  me 
in  rewarding  your  fervices. 

'^enny.  Well,  if  I  did  not  knov/,  as  fure  as  could  be, 
that  feme  good  wouW  happen,  by  my  left  eye  itching 
this  morning. 

X*ion.    0  hlifi  umxpe5led!  my  joys  overpowW  me) 

Aiy  lovc^  my  Clar'iJJ'a^  what  words  ft)  all  I  find! 
Remorje^  dejperation^  no  longer  devour  ?}ie — 
He  bLifs'd  usy  and  peace  is  rejiordto  my  mind, 

CTar.    He  bJefs''d  us !  O  rapture  !  Like  one  I  reconjer 

Whom  death  had  appal' divithout  hope^  without  aid  ^ 
A  moment  depriv  d  me  of  father  and  lover ; 
A  moment  re/iares,  and  my  pangs  are  repaid* 

Lion,    Forfaken  abandoned^ 
Clar.    What  folly  !  what  blindnefs  ! 
Lion.    We  fortune  accus' d ; 
Clar.    And  the  fates  that  decreed  : 
A.  2.   But  pain  was  infixed  by  Heaven^  out  of  kindnefs^ 
To  heighten  the  joys  that  were  doomed  to  fucceed. 

Our  day  was  o\rcafl : 

But  brighter  the  fcene  isy 

Thejly  more  ferene  is, 

Andfoftcr  ihe  calm  for  the  hurricane  paji. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      XIL 

Changes  U  the  Hall.  Zj-^Mary  Oldboy  le^n^^i 
on  a  Serva?7ty  Mr.  J  E  s  s  a  M  y  leading  her  -^  Jenny; 
and  afterwards^  5'/>  JoH N  F  L  o  W  E  R  D  A  L  E  with  Colonel 
Oldboy, 

Lady  M.  'Tis  all  in  vain,  my  (Jear;~-ret  me  down 
nny  where;  I  can't  go  a  ftep  further-^ — I  knew,  when 
Mr.  Oldboy  infifted  upon  my  coming,  that  I  fhould  be 
feized  with  a  meagrim  by  the  way  j  and  it's  well' I  did 
not  die  in  ihe  coach. 

Adr,  Jejf.  But,  pr'ythee,  why  will  you  let  yourfelfbe 
afFe6ted  with  fuch  trifles — Nothing  more  common  than 
for  young  women  of  fafiiion  to  go  ofFwith  low  fellows. 

Lady  M,  Only  feel,  my  dear,  how  I  tremble  I  Not 
a  nerve  but  what  is  in  agitation;  and  my  blood  runs 
cold,  cold! 

Mr.  Jejf,  Well,  but.  Lady  Mary,  don't  let  us  expofe 
ourfelves  to  thofe  people  ;  I  fee  there  is  not  one  of  the 
rafcals  about  us,  that  has  not  a  grin  upon  his  coun^ 
tenance. 

Lady  M,  Expofe  ourfelves !  my  dear  ?  Your  father 
will  be  as  ridiculous  as  Hudibrafs,  or  Don  Qtiixote. 

Sir  Jo,  I  give  you  my  word,  my  good  friend,  and 
neighbour,  the  joy  1  feel  upon  this  occafion,  is  2,reatly 
ftilayed  by  the  difappointment  of  an  alliance  with  your 
family;  but  I  have  explained  to  you  how  things  have 
happened — You  fee  my  fituation  ;  and,  as  you  are  kind 
enough  to  confider  it  yourfelf,  1  hope  you  will  excufe 
it  to  your  fon. 

Lady  AL  Sir  John  Flowerdale,  how  do  von  do  ?  You 
fee  we  have  obey'd  your  fummons ;  and  I  have  the  plca- 
fure  to  alTure  you,  that  my  fon  yi^^'dcd  to  my  intreaties 
with  very  little  difagreement:  in  fhort,  if  I  may  fpcak 
metaphorically,  he  is  content  to  ftand  candidate  agaij], 
noiwiihUandiuLi  his  late  rcpulfe,  when  he  hops  for  an 
un  nimoiis  election. 

Col.  Well,  but,  my  Ladv,  you  may  five  your  rheto- 
ric ;  for  ihe  borough  i.>  dif^:ofcJ  of  toavvortiiicr  member. 

I 
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SCENE      XIII. 

5/r  John  Flowerdale,  Z<2^Mary,  Mr.  Jessamt", 
Colonel  Oldboy,   Lionel,  Clarissa,  Jenny. 

Sir  Jo,  Here  are  my  Ton  and  daughter. 
Lady  M.  is  this  prttty,  Sir  John  ? 

Sir  John-,  Believe  me,  Madam,  it  is  not  for  want  of 
ajuft  fenfeof  Mr.  JefTamy's  merit,  that  this  affair  has 
gone  ofFon  any  fide :  but  the  heart  is  a  delicate  thing  ; 
and  after  it  has  once  felt,  if  the  obje6l  is  meritorious^ 
the  impreffion  is  not  eafily  effaced ;  it  would  therefore 
have  been  an  injury  to  him,  to  have  given  htm  in  ap- 
pearance wh  It  another  in  reality  pofTefl'ed. 

Mr.  Jeff'  Upon  my  honour,  upon  my  foul.  Sir  John^ 
lam  not  the  leaft  offended  at  this  tontre  temps— P]:zy-^ 
Lady  Mary,  fay  no  more  about  it. 

Col,  Tol,  lol,  lol,  lol. 

Sir  Jo,  But,  my  dear  Colonel,  I  am  afraid,  after 
all,  this  affair  is  taken  amifs  by  you  ;  yes,  I  fee  you  are 
angry  on  your  fon's  account;  but  let  mc  repeat  it,  1 
have  a  very  high  opinion  of  his  merit. 

CoL  Ay  1  that's  more  than  I  have.  Taken  amifs  I  I 
43on't  take  any  thing  amifs  ;  I  never  was  in  better  fpirits> 
or  more  pleafed  in  my  life. 

Sir  Je,  Come,  you  are  unt:afy  at  fomething.  Co- 
lonel. 

Col.  Me  !  Gad  I  am  not  uneafy — Are  you  a  juftice  of 
peace  !  Then  you  could  give  me  a  warrant,  cou'dn*t 
you?  You  mult  know,  Sir  John,  a  little  accident  has 
happen'd  in  my  family  fmce  1  faw  you  laft  ;  you  and  I 
may  (hake  hands — Daughters,  Sir,  daughters!  Your's 
"has  fnapt  at  a  young  fellow  without  your  approbation  ; 
and  how  do  you  think  mine  has  ferv'd  me  this  morning  ? 
—Only  run  away  with  the  fcoundrcl  I  brought  to  din* 
ner  here  yefterday. 

Sir  Jo,  I  am  exceflively  concernedc 

Col.  Now  I'm  not  a  bit  concern'd — No,  darn'mr,  1 
am  glad  it  has  happened!  yet,  thus  far,  I'll  confefs,  \ 
Ihould  be  forry  that  cither  of  them  would  ccme  in  my 
way,    bccaufe  a  man's  temper  may  fomctimcs  get  the 

bett«r 
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better  of  him,  and  I  believe  I  fliould  be  tempted  to  break 
her  neck,  and  blow  his  brains  out. 

Clar,  But  pray.  Sir,  explain  this  affair. 

CoL  I  can  explain  it  no  farther— Dy,  my  daughter 
Dy,  has  run  away  from  us. 

SCENE     XIV. 

Blr  John  Flowerdaik,  Coisnd  Oldboy,  Lady 
Mary  Oldboy,  Mr.  Jessamy,  Clarissa, 
Lionel,  Diana,  Harman. 

Dian.  No,  my  dear  papa,  I  am  not  run  away  ;  and, 
upon  my  knees,  I  intreat  your  pardon  for  the  folly  I 
have  committed  j  but,  let  'it  be  Tome  alleviation,  that 
duty,  afFeclion,  were  too  ftrong  to  fufFer  me  to  carry  it 
to  extremity:  and,   if  you  knew  the  agony  I  have  been 

in  fince  I  faw  you  la(l 

Lady  M,  How's  this? 

Har,  Sir,  I  reftore  your  daughter  to  you  ;  whofe 
fault,  as  far  as  it  goes,  I  muft  alfo  take  upon  myfelf ; 
we  have  been  known  to  each  other  fome  time  ;  as  Lady 
Richly,  your  fifter,  in  London,  can  acquaint  you — 

CoL  Dy^  come  here Now,  you  rafcal,  where's 

your  fword  ;  if  you  are  a  gentleman  you  (hall  fight  me; 
if  you  are  a  fcrub,  I'll  horfe-whip  you— Draw,  Sirrah 
—Shut  the  door  there,  don't  let  him  efcape, 

Har,  Sir,  don't  imagine  I  want  to  efcape  ;  I  am  ex- 
tremely forry  for  what  has  happened,  but  am  ready  to 
give  you  any  fatisfadion  you  think  proper. 

CoL  Follow  me  into  the  garden  then — Zounds  !  I 
have  no  fword  about  me— Sir  John  Fiowerdale— lend 
us  a  cafe  of  piftols,  or  a  couple  of  guns  s  and,  come  and 
fee  fair  play. 

Clar,  My  dear  papa  ! 

Dian,  Sir  John  Fiowerdale— O  my  indifcretion— 
we  came  here.  Sir,  to  beg  your  mediation  in  our  favour. 

Lady  M,  Mr.  Oldboy,  if  you  attempt  to  fight  1  fliall 
expire. 

Sir  Jo,  Pray,  Colonel,  let  me  fpeak  a  word  to  you 
in  private.  L 
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CgL   S1li2S  and  a  faw-pit* 


Mr.  JrJJ'.  Why,  Mifs  Dy,  you  areaperfed  heroine 
for  a  romance — And,  pray  who  is  this  courteous 
knight  ? 

Lady  M.  O  Sir,  you  that  I  thought  fuch  a  pretty 
bchav'd  gentleman  ! 

A^r.    "JrJJ.   What  bufinefs  are  you  of  friend  ? 

Har,  My  chief  trade,  Sir,  is  plain  dealing;  and,  as 
that  is  a  conmodity  you  have  no  reafon  to  be  very  fond 
of,  I  would  not  advife  you  to  purchafe  any  of  it  by  im- 
pertint-'uce. 

Col.   And  is  this  what  you  would  advife  me  to  ? 

Si7'  Jo.  It  is,  indeed,  my  dear  old  friend  ;  as  things 
are  fituated,  there  is,  in  my  opinion,  no  other  prudent 
method  of  proceeding  ;  and  it  is  the  method  I  would 
adopt  myfelf,  was  1  in  your  cafe. 

Col.  Why,  I  believe  you  are  in  the  right  of  it— fay 
what  you  will  for  me  then. 

Sir  Jo,  Well  !  young  people,  I  have  been  able  to 
ufe  a  few  arguments,  which  hdve  foftned  my  neighbour 
here;  and  in  fomc  meafure  pacified  his  refentment.  I 
find.  Sir,  you  are  a  gentleman  by  your  conneitions  ? 

Har,  Sir,  till  it  is  found  that  my  chara6ter  and  fa- 
mily will  bear  the  ftiidteft  fcrutiny,  I  defire  no  favour 
i — And  for  fortune— 

C'jL  Oh  !  rot  your  fortune,   I  don't  mind  that— -I 
know  vou  are  a  gentleman,  or  Dick  Rantum  would  not 
have  recommended  you.  And  fo,  \^y,,  kifs  and  friends. 

Mr  Jeff.  What,  Sir,  have  you  no  more  to  fay  to 
the  man  who  has  ufed  you  fo  ill  ? 

Col.  Us'd  me  ill  !~-That's  as  I  take  it-— he  has  done 
a  mettled  thing;  and,  perhap-;,  I  like  him  the  better 
for  it ;  it's  long  before  you  would  have  fpirit  enough 
to  run  away  with  a  wench-- -Harman  give  me  your 
hand;   lei's  hear  no  more  cf  this  now. 

jtiar,  1  am  fo  bcund  by  your  generofity,  Sir— • 
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SCENE      XV. 

Sir  John  Flower  dale,  Colonel  Oldboy,  Lad/ 
Mary  Oldboy,  Mr,  Jessamy,  Clarissa, 
Lionel,  Jenny,  Diana,  Harman,  Jen- 
kins. 

CoL  Call  more  people  in  here Sir  John  Flower- 
dale,  what  fay  you  ?  fhall  we  fpend  the  day  together, 
and  dedicate  it  to  love  and  harmony  ? 

Sir  John*  "With  all  my  heart. 

CsL  Then  take  off  my  great-coat. 

Jjion.  Come  then^  all  ye  foc'ialpow'rs. 

Shed  your  influence  o'er  us^ 
Crown  with  blijs  theprefent  hours ^ 

And  lighten  thofe  before  us. 
May  the  jujl^  the  genWous  kind^ 

Still  fee  that  you  regard  ^em  \ 
And  Lionels  for  ever  find y 

Clarifjas  to  reward  ^em» 

plar.    Lovey  thy  godhead  I  adore^ 

Source  aff acred  pajfion  j 
But  will  never  how  before 

Thofe  idolsy  wealthy  orfafhion. 
Mayy  like  mcy  each  maiden  wifey 

From  the  fop  defend  her  ; 
Learningy  fenfcy  and  virtue  prizey 

And f corn  the  vain  pretender, 

JefT.     TVhy  the  ducefhould  men  bcfady 
IFhilc  in  time  we  moulder  ? 
Gravc^  or  gay^  or  vex'd^  or  glad, 

IVc  evry  day  grow  older. 
Bring  thefafk^  the  mufic  hringy 

foy  will  quickly  find  us  ; 
Drinky  andlaughy  and  danccy  andfmg^ 
And  cajl  our  cares  behind  us, 

Dian. 
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Dian.  How  jhall  I  efcape^-^fo  naughty 

On  filial  laws  to  trample ; 
Vll  ien  curtfey^  cwn  my  faulty 

And  plead  papa* %  example. 
Parents  Uis  a  hint  to  you. 

Children  oft  are  fhamelefs  ; 
Oft  tranfgrefs — the  thing's  too  irut^^ 

But  are  you  always  hlamelefs  T 

Col.     One  word  more  before  we  go  ; 

Girls  and  boys  have  patience ;  . 
You  to  friends  mujl  fomething  owc^ 

As  well  as  to  relations  * 
Thefe  kind  gentlemen  addrefs'^ 

What  tho*  we  forgave  Vw, 
Still  they  muJl  be  loft,  unlefs 

Tou  knd  a  hand  tofave  \m» 


End  of  the  Opera^ 
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